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LETTKRS OF Bl'RNS. 



The Poetry of Burns has had wch an extensive 
circulation as to occasion no little surprise that the 
Letters of the Bard could not hitherto he pro- 
cured without the re-purchase of the poetical 
Tolumesy already in the hands of the greater part 
of his readers ; some accommodation, it is pre- 
smned, that part of his readers will acknowledge^ 
from the publication of the present volumes^ It 
is not necessary to repeat the biography of the 
Poet in this place : It has not only been condensed 
from Dr. Cnrrie's Memoirs, and* prefixed to all the 
later editions of his Poems, but is told by Bums 
himself in the twenty-sixth Number of this edition, 
80 as to leave nothing to be wished for in a das- 
deal eiUtion of Ids <* Letters." 



LETTERS 



OP 



ROBERT BURNS. 



I. 

TO HIS FATHER. 

Irvine, Dec S7« 1781.' 

Honoured SfR, 
I. Have purposely delayed writing, in the hope that 
I should have the pleasure of seeing you on' New- 
year's day : but work comes so hard upon us, that 
I do not choose to be absent on that account, as 
well as for some other little reasons, which I shall 
tell you at meeting. . My health is nearly the same 
aH when you were here, only my sleep is a little 
sounder ; and, on the whole, I am rather better 
than otherwise, though I mend by very slow de« 
grees. The weakness of my nerves has so debili- 
tated my mind, that I dare neither review past 
wants, nor look forward into futurity; for the 
least an^ety or perturbation in my breast, produces 
fnost unhappy effects on my whole frame.. Some- 
times, indeed, when for an hour ot Xvt^ \k\ %\Y^^% 
are a little lightened, 1 glimmer tl^^xVi\\JXQ^^s^^avVV ■ 
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6 BURNS'S LETTERS. 

but my principal, and indeed mj only pleasurable 
employment, is looking backwards and forwards in 
a moral and religiooB way. 1 am qnite transported 
at the thooght, that ere long, very soon, I shall bid 
an eternal adieu to all the pains, and uneasinesses, 
and disquietudes of this weary life ; for I assure you 
I am heartily tired of it ; and, if I do not very 
much deceive myself, I could contentedly and giadly 
resign it. 

" The Mu], nneity, and confined at home« 
Rett! and expatiates in a life to come.** 

It is for this reason I am more pleased with the 
15th, 16th, and 17th verses of the 7th chapter of 
Revelations,* than with any ten times as many verses 
in the whole Bible, and would not exchange the 
noble enthusiasm with which they inspire me, for 
all that this world has to offer. As for this world, 
I desp^dr of ever making a figure in it. I am not 
formed for the bustle of the busy, nor the flutter of 
the gay. I shall never agidn be capable of entering 
into sudi scenes. Indeed I am altogether unoou- 
oemed at the thoughts of thb life. I foresee that 
poverty and obscurity probably await me : I am in 
some measure prepared, and daily preparing to 
meet them. I have but just time and paper to 

* '* 15. Thenfbre are they befixre the throne of God, and 
fenrehim digr and pight In hie templet and he that slttech 
on the throne shall dwdl among them. 

'f 16. They shall hunger no more, neither thirst any 
more i neither shall the sun light on them, nor any heat. 

*' 17. For the Lamb that is In the midst of the throne 
shall feed them, and shall lead them unto living foimtains 
of waters i and God fhall wipe away all tears from theif 
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return you my grateful thanks for the lessons of 
nirtiK and piety you have given me, which were 
too much neglectisd at the time of giving them, but 
which, I hope, have been remembered ere it is yet 
too late. Present my dutifid reipects to my moi- 
ther, and my compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Muir ; 
and with wishing yon a merry New-yearVday, I 
shall condude. 

I dm, honoured sir. 

Your duUAil son, ' 

Robert Burn«« 

P. S. My meal is nearly out; but I am going to 
borrow^ till I get more. 

II. 

TO MR. JOHN MURDOCH, SCHOOLMASTl^R, 
StapUa Jtm BuUdingi, London, 

Lodilee, Uth Jamuury, 1783. 

Dear. Sir, « 
Ab I have an opportunity of sending you a letter, 
without putting you to that expense which any 
production of mine would but ill repay, I embrace 
it with pleasure, to tell you that I have not forgot* 
ten, nor ever will forget, the many obligations I lie 
under to your kindness and friendship. 

I do not. doubt, sir, but you will Wish to know 
what has been the result of all the piuns of an in- 
dulgent fother, and a masterly teacher; and I wish 
I could gratify your curiosity with sudi a recital as 
youwonld be pleased with ; but thatlB'M^W^m 
M^Tud wUl aot bethe case* 1 have^ V»A««eL, \«^ 
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pretty clear of vicious habits ; and, in this respect^ 
I hope my conduct will not disgrace the education I 
have gotten ; but as a man of the world, I am me«t 
miserably deficient. One would have thought, that 
bred as I have been, under a father who has figured 
pretty well as un hornme des q^airetf I might han'e 
been what the world calls a pushing, active fellow; 
bur, to tell you the truth, sir, there is hardly any 
thing more my reverse. I seem to be one sent into 
fhe world to see and observe ; and I very easily 
conS]pound with the Icnave who tricks me of my 
money, if there be any thing original about him 
jvhich shows me human nature in a different light 
fk'oni any thing I have seen before. In short, the 
joy of my heart is to " study men, their manners, 
and their ways;" and for this darling subject, I 
cheerfully sacrifice every other consideration. . I am 
quite indolent about those great concerns that set 
the bu^(tling busy sons of care agog ; and if I have 
to answer for the present hour, I am very easy with 
regard to any thing further. Even the last, worst 
shift of the unfortunate and the wretched /loes not 
jj much terrify me : I know that even then my talent 

for what country-folks call " a s^sible crack,** when 
once it is sanctified by a hoary head, would procupe 
me so ndticfa esteem, that even then — I would learn 
to be happy. However, I am under no apprehen-' 
sions about that ; for, though indolent, yet, so far as 
an extremely deticate constitution permits, 1 am hot 
lazy ; and in many things, especially in tavern-mat- 
ters, I am' a stiict economist ; not indeed for the 
sake of the money, but one of the principal parts' 
in my cofDjN>sltion is a kind of pride of stomach,' 
mid I Bcorn to fear the face of ai\^ m«a.>Wva%\ 



ii 



BURNS'S LETTBR8. 9 

libove every thing, I abhor, as hell, the idea of 
meaking in a comer to avoid a dun — possibly some 
pitiful, sordid wretch, who in my heart I despise 
and detest. . Tis this, and this alone,* that endears 
economy to me. In the matter of books indeed, I 
am very profuse. My favourite authors are of the 
sentimental kind, such as SheiuUme, particidarly 
his Eiefie$i Thornton t Man of Feeling, a book I 
prize next to the Bible ; Man of the fVoirlds Sterne, 
espedally his Sentimental Joitmeifi MPherson^s 
Oaian, &c These are the glorious models tflter 
which I endeavour to form my conduct ; and 'tis- 
incongruous, 'tis absurd, to suppose that the man 
whose mind g^ows with sentiinents lighted np at 
their sacred flame — the man whose heart distekids 
with benevolence to all the human race — he '* who 
can soar above this little scene of things," can he 
descend to mind the paltry concerns about which 
the terrsefilial race fret, and fume, and vex them- 
selves? O how the glorious triumph swells my 
heart! I forget that I am a poor insignificant 
devil, unnoticed and unknown, stalking up tod 
down fsdrs and markets, when I happen to be in 
them, reading a page or two of mankind, and 
" catching the manners living as they rise," whilst 
the men of business jostle me on every side as an 
idle encumbrance in their way. JBut I dare say I 
have by this time tired your patience ; so I shaU 
conclude with begging you to give Mrs. Murdoch*— 
not my compliments, for that is a mere common- 
place story, but my warmest, kindest wishes for 
her welfare ; and accept the same for yourself 
from. 

Dear sir » yQraLT%) hju 

B 2 
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of their own abilities, to put them tipon recording 
their observations, and blowing them the same 
importance which they do to those which appear in 
print." Shenatohe. 

** Pleasing, when youth has long expired, to trace 
The fopos our pencil, or our pen design'd ! 
Such was our youthAil air, and shape, and face. 
Such the soft image of our youthful mindk" Ibid* 

AprU, 1783.. 

Notwithstanding all that has been said against 
love, respecting the folly and weakness it leads a / 
young inexperienced mind into, still I think it in a 
great measure deserves the highest encomiums that 
have been passed on it. If any thing on earth de- 
serves the name of rapture or transport, it is the 
feelings of green eighteen, in the company of the 
mistress of his heart, when she repays him with an 
equal' return of a£fection. 

August. 

There is certsunly some connexion between love, 
and music, and poetry ; and therefore, I have al- 
ways thought a fine touch of nature, that passage 
in a modem love-composition : 

"As toward her cot he Jogg'd along. 
Her name was frequent in his song." 

For my own part, I never had the least thought 
or inclination of turning poet, till I got once heartily 
in love ; and then rhyme and song were, in a man- 
ner, the spontaneous language of my heait. 

/ entirely agree with that '^u^6swl'& ^^wwJsax 
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BURNS'S LETTERS. IZ 

wont, has somethiDK good about him ; though very 
often Bothiag else than a happy temperament o( 
oonttitution inclining him to this or Uiat virtae. 
For this reason, no man can say in what degree 
any other person, hesides himself, can be, with 
strict justice, called wicked. Let any of the strictest 
character for regularity of conduct. among us, exa- 
mine impartially how many vices he has never 
heen gidlty of, not from any care or vigilance, but 
for want of opportunity, or some accidental circum- 
stance intervening; how many of the weaknesses 
of manlcind he has escaped, because he was out of 
the line of such temptation ; and, what often, if 
not always, weighs more than all the rest, ho.w 
nnich he is indebted to the world's good opinion, 
because the world does not know all — I say, any 
man who can thus think, will scan the failings^ • 
nay, the foults and crimes, of mankind around him, 
with a brother's eye. 

I have often courted the acqusuntance of that 
part of mankind commonly known by the ordinary 
phrase of blackguards, sometimes farther than was 
consistent with the safety of my character; those 
who, by thoughtless prodigality or headstrong pas^ 
sions have been driven to ruin. Though disgraced 
by follies, nay sometimes *' stained with guilt, 
«••«••• ♦^»» I have yet found among 
them, in not a few instances, some of the noblest 
virtues, magnanimity, generosity, disinterested 
friendship, and even modesty. 

AprU. 
As I am what the men of the worlds If tlve.^kxL«>ii 
sBcb a mao^ would call i9k yAi\m%Vca3L'B«it^^>V\«» 
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various sources of pleasure and enjoyment, which 
are, in a manner, peculiar to myself, or some here 
and there such other out-of-the-way person. Sach 
is the peculiar pleasure I take in the season oC 
winter, more ^han the rest of the year. Tlus I 
believe may be partly owing to my misfortimes 
giving my mind a melancholy cast ; but there is 
something even in the 

" Mighty tempest, and the hoary waste 

Abrupt and deep, stretch'd o'er tiie buried earth,** — 

which raises the mind to a serious sublimity, fa- 
vourable to every thing great and noble. There is 
scarcely any earthly object gives me more — I do not 
know if I should call it pleasure — but something 
which exalts me, something which enraptures me-^ 
than to walk in the sheltered side of a wood, ot 
high plantation, in a cloudy winter-day, and hear 
the stormy wind howling among the trees, and 
raving over the plain. It is my best season for 
devotion : my mind is rapt up in a kind of enthu- 
siasm to Him, who, in the pompous language of the 
Hebrew bard, '< walks on the wings of the wind." 
In one of these seasons, just after a train of mis- 
fortunes, I composed the following : 

Th^ wintry west extends his Mast, Sbc. 

SecPoemso 

Shenstone finely observes, that love-verses. Writ 
without any real passion, are the most nauseous of 
all conceits ; and I have often thought that no man 
can be a proper critic of love-composition, except 
he himself, in one or more instances, have been a 
^ warm votary of this passion. As I have been al' 
slopg a nuaerdibld dupe to love, and have beon v 
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* • 

iiito' a thousand weaknesses and follies by it, for 
that reason I put thie more confidence in my cri- 
tical skill, in distinguishing foppery and conceit 
from real passion and nature. Whether th^ fol- 
lowing song will stand the test, I will not pretend 
to say, because il is my own ; only I can say it was, 
at th^ time, genuine from the heart. 

Behin4 yon hilli , ftc 

SuSongt, 

I think the whole species of young men may be 
naturally enough divided into two grand classes,- 
which I shall call the grave and the merry; though, 
by the bye, these terms do not with propriety 
enough express my ideas. The grave I sh^l cast 
into the usual division of those who are goaded on 
by the' love of money, and those whose darling wish 
is to make a figure in the world. The merry are 
the men of pleasure of all denominations ; the jovial 
lads, who have too much fire and spirit to have any 
settled rule of action ; but^ without much delibe- 
itition, follow the strong impulses of nature : the 
thoughtless, the careless, the indolent — in parti- 
cular hBy who, with a happy sweetness of natural 
temper, and a cheerful vacancy o'f thought, steals 
through life — generally, indeed, in poverty and 
obscurity; but poverty and obscurity are only evils 
to him who can sit gravely down and make a re- 
pining comparison between his own situation and 
that of others : and lastly, to grace the quorum, 
mich as are, generally, those whose heads are capa- 
ble of all the towerings of genius, and whose hearts 
are warmed with fdl the dcikaq Q>i l«,^\ii%% 
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As the grand eod of human life is to cultiTate la 
intercourse with that Being to whom we owe Ufe^ 
with every enjoyment that can render Ufe delig^ 
fal ; and to maintain an int^ptitive conduct towards 
jOut fiellow-creatures ; that so, by forming piety and 
virtue into habit, we may be fit members for thai 
society of the pious and the good, which reason and 
revelation teach us to expect beyond the grave ; I 
do not see that the turn of mind and pursuits of any 
son of poverty and obscurity, are in Uie least more 
inimical to the sacred interests of piety and virtoe, 
than the, even lawful, bustling and stndning after 
the world's riches and honours ; and I do not see 
but that he may gain Heaven as well (which, by 
the bye, is no mean consideration), who steals 
through the vale of life, amusing himself with every 
little flower that fortune throws in his way ; as h^ 
who, straining stnught forward, and perhaps be- 
spattering all about him, gsdns some of life's little 
eminences ; where, after all, he can only see and 
be seen a little more conspicuously, than what, in 
the pride of his heart, he is apt to term the poor 
indolent devil he has left behind him. 






There is a noble sublimity, a heart-melting ten- 
derness, in some of our ancient ballads, which show 
them to be the work of a masterly hand ; and it has 
often given me many a heart-ache to reflect, that 
such glorious old bsirds — bards who very probably 
owed all their talents -to native genius, yet have de- 
scribed the exploits of heroes, the pangs of disap- 
pointment, and the meltings of love, vrith sncih fipe 
strolies of natore-— that their very names (O hqir 



mortifying to a bard's vanity t) are now ** buried 
among the wreck of things wliich were." 

O ye illnstrioas names unlcnown ! who conld feel 
80 strongly and describe so well; the last, the 
meanest of the mnses' train — one who, though fur 
inferior to your flights, yet eyes your path, and 
with trembUng wing would sometimes soar after 
you— 9 a pomr rustic bard unknown, pays this sym- 
pathedc pang to your memory ! Some of yon tell 
us, with all the charms of verse, that you ha^ 
been unfortunate in the worid — unfortunate in' 
love : he too has felt the loss of his little fortune, 
the loss of friends, and, worse than all, the loss of 
the woman he adored. Like yt>n, all his conso- 
lation was his muse : she taught him in rustic 
measures to complain. Happy could be have done 
it with your strength of imagination and flow of 
verse ! May the turf lie lightly on your bon§s ! and 
may you now enjoy that solace and rest which. thia 
woiid rarely gives to the heart tuned to all the feel- 
ings of poesy and love ! ' 

This is all worth quoting in my MSS. and more 
than all. 

R.B. 

IV. 

TO MR. AIKEN. 

Ayrshire^ 1786k 
Sir, 
I WAS with WUsoa,my printer, t*ot\iei ^"j^vol^ 
settled all out by-gone matters betweeu \a, Wx^t 



I 
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I had paid Mm all demands, I made him the offer 
of the second edition, on the hazard of being paM 
oat of the/ff/ and rettdierty wliich he declines. Bf 
his aooonnty the paper of a thoosand cofdes woaM 
eo8t about twenty-seven pounds, and the printing 
about fifteen or sixteen : he oflfers to agree to this 
for the printing, if I will advance for the paper : but 
this yotbknow is out of my power, so fiurewell hopes 
of a^ second edition till I grow richer ! an epocha, 
which, I ttiinlc, will arrive at the payment of the 
British national debt. 

Therd is scarcely any thing hurts me so much in 
being disappointed oi my second edition, as not 
having it in my power to sliow my gratitude to 
Mr. Ballantyne, by publishing my poem of The 
Brigt of Ayr, I would detest myself as a wretdi, 
if I thought I #ere capable, in a very long life, of 
foigetting the honest, warm, and tender deficacy- 
with which he enters into my interests. I am 
sometimes pleased with myself in my grateful sen- 
sations; but I beUeve, on the whole, I have very 
little merit in it, a^ my gratitude is not a virtue, 
the consequence Of reflection, but sheeriy the in- 
stinctive emotion of a heart too inattentive to«Ik>w 
woridly maxims and views to settle into selfish 
habits. 

I have been feeling all the various rotations and 
movements within, respecting the excise. There 
are many things plead strongly against it : the im- 
oertainty of getting soon into business, the conse* 
quences of my follies, which may perhaps make it 
impracticable for me to stay at home ; and, berides, 
J have for some time been pinluc under secret 
mvtcbednesM, from canaea ^iitikiki ^^ol y^^^ 
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kiMyw-^the pang of disappoiiitmeiit, the sdng of 
piide, with some wandering stabs of remorse, 
which never ftdl to settle on my vitals like ynltnies, 
when attention is not called away by the calls of 
lodety, or the yagaries of the muse. Even in the 
hoar of sodal mirth, my gaiety is the madness of 
anintoncated criminal under the hands of the eze- 
cn^ner. All these reasons nrge me to go abroad ; 
and to skll these reasons I have only one answer-*- 
the feelings of a father. Tliis, in the present mood 
I am in, overbalances every thing that can be hud 
in the scale against it. 



Yon may perhaps thinlc it an extravagant fency, 
bnt it is a sentiment which strikes home to my very 
sool : though scepticfd in some points of our cur- 
rent belief, yet I think I have every evidence for 
the reality of a life beyond the stinted bourn of our 
present existence ; if so, then how should I, in the 
presence of that tremendous Being, the Author of 
existence, how should I meet the reproaches of those 
who stand to me in the dear relation of children, 
whom I deserted in the smiUng innocency of help- 
less infancy ? O thou great, unknown Power ! thou 
Almighty God ! who hast lighted up reason ii^ my 
breast, and blessed me with immortality ! I have 
frequently wandered from that order and regularity 
necessary for the perfection of thy worlu, yet thou 
hast never left me nor forsaken me ! 



Since I wrote the foregoing sheet, 1 \i^^^ ^fti^^ci 
^methiogioftbe atorm oi miacluef thicVLCWJO^ wet 
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my folly-devoted head. Should you, my fnends, 
my benefactors, be successful in your lappltcations 
for me, perhaps it may not be in my power in that 
way to reap the fruit of your friendly eflforts. What 
I have written in the preceding pages is the settled 
tenor of my present resolution ; but should inimical 
drcumstances forbid me closing with your kind 
offer, or, enjoying it, only threaten ta entail far- 
ther misery — 



To tell the truth, I have little reason for com- 
plsdnt, as the world, in general, has been kind to 
me, fiilly up to my deserts. I was, for some time 
past, fast getting into the pining distrustful snarl of 
the misanthrope. I saw myself alone, unfit for the 
struggle of life, shrinking at every rising doud in 
the chance-directed atmosphere of fortune, while, 
all defenceless, I looked about in v^n for a cover. 
It never occurred to me, at least never with the 
fproe it' deserved, that this world is a busy scene, 
and man a creature destined for a progressive 
struggle; and that, howevier I might possess a 
warm*1ieart and inoffensive manners (which last, by. 
the bye, was rather more than 1 could well boast) 
still, more than these passive qualities, there was 
something to be done. When all my school-fellows. 

.and youthful compeers (those misguided few ex- 
cepted who joined, to use a Gentoo phrase^ the 
haUachares of the human race], were striking off 
with eager hope and earnest intention some one or 
other of the many paths of busy life, I was '* stand 

wf idle in the market-place/* ot piil^f ^et 
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chase of the butterfly from flower to flower, to 
hunt foucy from whim to whim. 

Yen see, sir, that if to know one's errors were a 
probability of mending them, I stand a fair chance ; 
but, according to the reverend Westminster divines, 
though conviction must precede conversion, it is" 
very far from always implying it.* 



V. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP. 

Ayrshire, 1786. 

Madam, 
I AM truly sorry I was not at home yesterday, 
when I was so much honoured with your order for 
my copies, and incomparably more by the hand- 
sone compliments you are pleased to pay my poetib 
abilities. I am fully persuaded that there is not any 
class of mankind so feelingly alive to the titillations 
of applause, as the sons of Parnassus ; nor is it easy 
to conceive how the heart of the poor bard dances 
with rapture, when those, whose character in life 
gives them a right to be polite judges, honour him 
with their approbation. Had you been thoroughly 
acqoaiyted with me, Madam, you could not have 
touched my darling heart-chord more sweetly than 
by noticing my attempts to celebrate our illustrious 
9Xici&stOTf the Saviour of his Country, 

• Thig letter wai evidentlY wi\tt«a. \xtv^« >i\vfe ft\sta«Mk.<cll 
mind ocauioufd by our Poet-t8e^i^<mtKrav>&t%<^>u:'o». 
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" Gnat patriot-liROI ULcequitod dhiefi" 

The first book I met with in my eirly yeus, 
wluch I perused with pleasure, was The Lift ^f 
Hannilna; the next was the History of Sir fFUHam 
WaUace: for several of mj eaiiier years I had few 
other authors; and many a solitary hour liave I 
stole outy after the laborious vocations of the day, 
to shed a tear over their glorious but unfortunale 
stories. In those boyish days I remember in parti- 
cular being struck with Uiat part of Wallace's 
story where these lines occur — 

'( Syne to the Legien wood, vben it was late» 
To make a silent and a safe retreat*" . 

I chose a fine summer Sunday, the only day my 
tine of life allowed, and walked half a dozen of 
miles to pay my respects to the Legien wood, with 
as much devout enthusiasm as ever pilgrfan did to 
Loretto: and, as I explored every den and dell 
where I could suppose my heroic countryman to 
have lodged, I recollect (for even then I was a 
rhymer) that my heart glowed vrith a wish to be 
able to make a song on him in some measure equal 
to his merits. 



VI. 
TO MRS. STEWART, OF STAIR. 

irae. . 

Madam, 
The hurry of my ptjeparations for going abroar' 
has hindered me from performing my promise 
sooa as J intended. I Bave here aeax ^ou ^^ — 
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longs, &c. wUch never made Ibeir appearaaee ex- 
cept to a friend or two at most. Perhaps some of 
them maj be no great entertainment to fou ; bat of 
that I am far from being an adequate judge. The 
Bong to the taneof Etlrick Banki, yon will earil]' tee 
the tmprapriety of ezpoaing much, even in mBsQ- 
script.; I think myself it htm some' merit, both as 
a tolerable description of one of nature's sweeten 
■ceDcs, a Julj erening, and one of tlie fineei pieces 
of Nature's norkmansblp, the finest, indeed, w« 
kn4w auj thing of, an amiable, beautiful yoang 
womaji i • hut I haye no common friend to procnre 
me that peimiuion, without which I would not 
dare to spread the copy. 

1 am quite aware. Madam, what task the world 
would auign me In this letter. 'Hie obscure ban], 
when any of the great condescend to take notice of 
Um, sh<Hild he^ the altar with the incense of flat- 
tery. Hieir high oncEstry, their own great and 
godlike qoalities and actions, should be reconnted 
irith the most exaggerated description, lliii, 
Madam, is a talk for which 1 am altogether unftl. 
BeudeiB a eert^D disqualifying pride of heart, I 
know nothing ef your connexions in Ufe, and have 
IM> access to where your real cliarocter is to be 
fooud — tlie company of your compeers; and more, 
I "am afv^ that even the most refined adula- 
tion Is by no means the road to your good o[d- 

Ooe featare of your ebanicter I shall erer irith 
grateful pleasure remember — the reception I got 
when I bad the bonrai of waiting on you at Sl^r. 
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1 am Uttle acquainted with politeness ; b 

a good deal of benevolence of temper and 

uf heart. Surely, did those in exalted stat 

how happy they could make some classe 

inferiors by condescension and affability, t 

J nerer stand so high, measuring out mth 

^ . the height of their elevation, but cond 

; sweetly as did Mrs. Stewart of Stair.* 



VII. 



T 
« 

.1 TO MISS • • •. 



MoMgiel. 18th K 
Madam, 
Poets are such outr^ beings, so much thi 
of wayward fancy and capricious whim, 
lieve the world generally allows them a 1 
tude in the laws of propriety, than the i 
of judgment and prudence. I mention 1 
ap^ogy for the liberties that a nameless 
has taken with you in the enclosed poem, 
[J begs leave to present yon with. Whetl 

^ I! poetical merit any way worthy of th'e th< 

;L^^'' not the proper judge ; but it is the best m 

.y'.. V can produce ; and, what to a good heart 

r^; haps be a superior grace, it is equally i 

fervent. 

The scenery was nearly taken from 
though I dare say. Madam, you do not rei 

* The 80ug enclosed ittiut b^faning — 
■^^ ' 'Twag e'en — the dewy fields were green, 

/' . 
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as I beliere yott scarcely noticed the poetie reveur as 
he wandered by yon. I had roved out as chased * 
directed, in the favonrite haunts of my muse, on the 
banks of the Ayr, to view nature in aU the gsdety of 
the vernal year. The erening sun was flaming over 
the distant western hills ; not a breath stirred the 
crimson opening blossom, or the verdant spreading 
leaf. — It was a golden moment for a poetic heart. 
I Ustened to the feathered warblers, pouring their 
harmony on every hand, with a congenial kindred 
regard, and frequently turned out of my path, lest 
I should disturb their little songs, or frighten them - 
to another station. . Surely, said I to myself, he 
must be a wretch indeed, who, regardless of your 
harmonious endeavour to please him, can eye your 
elosive flights to discover your secret recesses, and 
to rob you of all the property nature gives you, 
your dearest comfort, your helpless nestlings. Even 
the hoary hawthorn twig that shot across the way, 
what heart at such a time but must have been in- 
terested in its welfare, and wished it preserved 
from the rudely-browsing cattle, or the withering 
eastern blast ? Such was the scene — and such the 
hour, when, in a comer of my prospect, I spied 
one of the fairest pieces of Nature's workmanship 
that ever crowned a poetic landscape, or met a 
poefs eye; those visionary bards excepted who 
hold commerce with aerial beings ! Had Calumny 
and Villany taken my walk, they had at that 
moment sworn eternal peace with such an ob- 
ject. 

What an hour of inspiration for a poet ! It 
would have raised plidn, dull, h!lBloi^<& ^\^s«^ V^u^ 
meUtphor and measure. 
VOL, f. ^ 
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The enclosed song* was the work of my rettirr 
home; and perhaps it but poorly answers wha( 
might have been expected from snch a scene. 

I have the honour to be, Madam^ 
Your most obedient, 

and very humble servant, 

Robert Burns. 

VIII. 



ii 



n 
til.' 



In the name of the NivE, Amen. 

We, Robert Burns^ by virtue of a Warrant fron 
"Nature, bearing date the Twenty-fifth day o 
January, Anno Domini one thousand seven hundred 
and fifty-nine,f Poet-Laureat and Bard in Chie: 
in and over the Districts and Countries of Kyle 
Cunningham, and CARRicK,of old extent. To ou 
Uoisty and well-beloved William Chalmrbs an( 
John M'Adam, Students and Practitioners in th 
ancient and mysterious Science of Confounding 
Right and Wrong. 

Right trusty. 
Be it known unto you. That whereas, in the cours 
pf our care and watchings over the Order and Polic 
of all and sundry the Manufacturers, Retainers 
and Venders of Poesy ; Bards, Poets, Poetaster 
Rhymers, Jinglers, Songsters, Ballad-singers, Sn 
&c, &c. &c. &c. male and female — We have ^scc 



• *Twas even — the dewy Adds were green. 

See Son^s, 
t Hi» birth-day. 
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Tered a certain • • •, nefarious, abominable, and 
lYicked Song, or Ballad, a copy whereof We hare 
here enclosed ; Our Will therefore is, that Ye 
pitch upon and appoint the most execrable indivi- 
dnal of that most execrable species, known by the 
appellation, phrase, and nickname, of The Deil's 
Yell Nowte ;* and, after having caused him to 
kindle a fire at the Cross of Ayr, ye shall, at 
noontide of the day, put into the said wretch*s mer- 
ciless hands the said copy of the ssad nefarious and 
wicked Song, to be consumed by fire in the presence 
of all beholders, in abhorrence of, and terrorem to 
all such Compositions and Composers. And this 
in no wise leave ye undone, but have it executed in 
every point as this Our Mandate bears, before tlie 
twenty-fourth current, when in person We hope to 
applaud your faithfulness and zeal. 

Given at Mauchline, this twentieth day of 
November, Anno Domini one thousand seven hun- 
dred and eighty-six.f 

God save the bard ! 

. IX. 

TO MR. CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh, 27th Dec 1786. 
My Dear Friend, 
I confess I have sinped the sin for which there is 
hardly any forgiveness — ingratitude to friendship 
— in not writing you sooner; but of all men 

^ . • Old bachelors, 

t Endoied wu ths l»Uad, v^XiAAlI ^<c\i ^KSM% 
Pnyer, 
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living, i had intended to send you an entertaining 
letter ; and by all the plodding stupid powers that 
in nodding conceited majesty preside over the didl 
routine of business-— a heavily solemn oath this! 
I am, and have been ever since I came to EiUn- 
bnrghy as unfit to write a letter of humour as to 
write a commentary on the Revelations* 



To make you some amends for what, before yon 
reach this paragraph, you will have suffered, I 
enclose you two poems I have carded and spun 
since I passed Glenbuck. One blank in the address 
to Edinburgh, " Fair B * * ♦ »," is the heavenly 
Miss Burnet, daughter to Lord Monboddo, at 
whose house I have had the honour to be mofe 
than once. There has not been any thing neaifjr 
like her, in all the combinations of beauty, grace, 
and goodness, the great Creator has formed, since 
Milton's Eve on the first day of her existence. 

I have sent yon a parcel of subscription-bills ; 
and have written to Mr.Ballantine and Mr. Aiken, 
to call on you for some of them, if they want them. 
My direction is — Care of Andrew Bruce, merchant. 
Bridge-street. 

X. 

TO THE EARL OF E6LINT0N. 

Edinburgh, January, J797. 
My Lord, 
As I hare but slender pretensiona to v^llosQ^hy) I 
cannot rise to the exalted ideas oi o^ cWKiAti o\ X^itit 
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world; but have all those national prejndices 
which I believe grow peculiarly strong in the breast 
oi a Scotchman. There is scarcely any thing to 
which I am so feelingly alive, as the honour and 
wel£Eure of my country ; and, as a poet, I have nO 
higher enjoyment than singing her sons and daugh- 
ters. Fate had cast my station in the veriest shades 
of life ; but never did a heart pant more ardently 
than mine, to be distinguished : though, till very 
lately, I looked in vain on every side for a ray of 
lif^t. It is easy, then, to guess how much I was 
gratified with the countenance and approbation of 
one of my country's most illustrious sons, when 
Mr. Wauchope called on me yesterday on the part 
of yoor lordship. Your mnuificencc, my lord, 
certainly deserves my very gi*ateful acknowledge 
Bents ; but your patronage is a bounty peculiarly 
suited to my feelings. I am not master enough of 
the etiquette of life to know whether there be not 
some impropriety in troubling your lordship i^th 
my thanlui ; but my heart whispered me to do it. 
From the emotions of my inmost soul 1 do it. Sel- 
fish ingratitude \ hope I am incapable of ; and mer- 
cenary servility I trust I shall ever have so much 
honest pride as to detest. 

XI. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, 16th January, 1787* 

Madam, 
Vouss of the 9tb curreat, which I am Ibia moxaeoX 
hoaaatcd with, ia a deep reproach to me tot ^n- 
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grateful neglect. I will tell you the real trath, fof 
I am miserably awkward at a fib : I wished to have 
Written to Dr. Moore before I wrote to you ; Inrt 
thoQgh, every day since I received yoors of Dec. 
V 30th, the idea, the wish to write to him, has con^ 
stiEmUy pressed on my thoaghts, yet I conld not foi 
my soul set about it. I know his fame and charac* 
ter, and I am one of '' the sons of little men." To 
write him a mere matter-of-fact affsdr, like a mer- 
chant's order, would be disgracing the little charac- 
ter I have ; and to write the author of The f^iew Oj 
Society and Manners a letter of sentiment — I de- 
clare every artery runs cold at the thought. I shal 
try, however, to write to him to-morrow or nexi 
day. His kind interposition in my behalf I hav< 
already experienced, as a gentleman waited on m< 
the other day, on the part of lord Eglinton, wit! 
ten guineas, by way of subscription for two copiet 
of my next ecUtion. 

The word you object to in the mention I havi 
made of my glorious countryman and your immor 
tal ancestor, is indeed borrowed from Thomson 
but it does not strike me as an improper epithet 
I distrusted my own judgment tm your finding foul 
with it, and applied for the opinion of some of tb 
literati here, who honour me with their critica 
strictures, and they all allow it to be proper. Th( 
song you ask I cannot recollect, and I have not ; 
copy of it, I have not composed any thing on th 
great Wallace, except what you have seen in print 
and the enclosed, which I will print in this edition.' 

• StansM hi the FZsion, beginning " By itately toin 
or pOaee Air," and ending tvVth the lixiX \]i'MBL. 
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Yoa will see I have mentioned some others of the 
name. When 1 composed my yiswn long ago, I 
had attempted a description of Koyle, of which the 
additional stanzas are a part, as it originally stood* • 
My heart glows with a wish to be able to do justice 
to the merits of the Saviour of Ma Country , which, 
sooner or later, I shall at least attempt. 

You are afraid I shall grow intoxicated with- my 
prosperity as a poet. • Alas ! madam, 1 know my- 
self and the world too well. I do not mean any airs 
of aflfected modesty; 1 am willing to believe that 
my abilities deserved some notice ; but in a most 
enlightened, informed age and nation, when poetry 
is and has been the study of men of the first natursU 
genius, aided with aU the powers of polite learning, 
polite books, and polite company — to be dragged 
forth to the full glare of learned and polite observa- 
tion, with all my imperfections of awkward rusti- 
city and crude unpolished ideas on my head — I as^ 
sure you, madam, I do not dissemble when 1 teU 
you I tremble for the consequences. The novelty 
of a poet in my obscure situation^ without any of 
those advantages which are reckoned necessary for 
that character, at least at this time of day, has raised 
a partial tide of public notice, which has borne me 
to a height where I am absolutely, feelingly certain 
my abilities are inadequate to support me ; and too 
surely do I see that time when the same tide will 
leave me, and recede, perhaps, as far below the 
mark of truth. I do not say this in the ridiculous 
affectation of self-abasement'and modesty. I have 
studied myself, and know what ground I occvl^t] \ 
and, however a friend or the world may dVttw: ^wsv 
me in that particalsur, I stand for my own ovw^wv* 



li- 



wowtfu urrmBM* 

m aknt reaotve, with all the tenadon 
peitj. I mentioii this to yoo, once fo 
bvden my mind, md I do not wish fe 
OHNne about it. — ^Bnt 



•« 



WfaBB proud Ibftnne^ rtiiiing tiden 



yon ^nU bear me witness, that, when 
fiune was at the highest, I stood, ni 
wkh the inebriating cup in my hand, 
ward with meful resolve to the ha 
when the blow of Calnnmy should di 
groimd, with all the eagerness of ^ 
Wiph. 

• ••••••» 

Your patronising me, and interesdi 
mj ftme and character as a poet, I r 
exalts me in my own idea ; and wheth 
cannot aid me in my subscription is a i 
paltry subscription-bill any charms to t 
bard, compared i;rith the patronage of 
ant of the immortal Wallace ? 

XII. 

TO DR. MOORE. 



1 






SlR> 

Mrs* DoBlop has been so kind as to- 
tncts of letters she has had from yoi 
dQ the rustic bard the honour of noti 
hM works. Those who have f^k the i 
g^B^fi^fa of attthonthip, can only kno 
stui^ i$ ifives tQ hfi notice^ U^ &^b^ 
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iges of the iSrst character. Your criticisms, sir, 

receive with reverence ; only, I am sorry they 

mostly came too late : a peccant passage or two, 

that I woold certainly have altered, were gone to 

the press. 

The hope to be admired for agesis, in by far the 
greater part of those even who are authors of re- 
pute, an unsnbstantial dream. For my part, my 
first ambition was, and still my strongest wish is, 
to please my compeers, the rustic inmate^ of the 
hamlet, while ever-changing language and manners 
shall allow me to be relished and understood. I 
am very willing to admit that I have some poetical 
abilities ; and as few, if any writers, either moral 
or poetical, are intimately acquainted with the 
classes of mankind among whom I have chiefly 
mingled, I may have seen men and manners in a 
different phasis from what is common, which may 
assist originality of thought. Still I know very 
well the novelty of my character has by far the 
greatest share in the learned and polite notice. I 
have lately had ; and in a language where Pope 
and Churchill have r^sed the laugh, and Shenstohe 
and Gray drawn the tear — where Thomson and 
Seattle have painted the landscape, and Lyttelton 
and Collins described the heart, I am not vain 
enough to hope for distinguished poetic fame. 
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XIII. 



TO THE REVEREND G. LOWRIE. OF NEWMILLS 



Near KUmamock, 



It- 



I 

N 



. Edinbuigh, 5th Febniary, 178T. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 
When f look at the date of your kind letter, m] 
heart reproaches me severely with ingratitude i| 
. neglecting so long to answer it. I will not tronhh 
you with any account, hy way of apology, of m] 
hurried life and distracted attention : do me thi 
justice to believe that my delay by no means pro- 
ceeded from want of respect. I Ifeel, and ever shal 
feel, for you, the nungled sentiments of esteem foi 
a friend, and reverence for a father. 

I than^ you, sir, with all my soul, for your friend- 
ly hints ; though I do not need them so much as 
my friends are apt to imagine. You are dazzled 
' with newspaper-accounts and distant reports ; but 
in reality, I have no great temptation to be intoxi- 
cated with the cup of prosperity. Novelty may at- 
tract the attention of mankind a while ; to it I owe 
my present eclat ; but I see the time not far distant, 
when the popular tide, which has borne me to a 
height of which I am, perhaps, unworthy, shall re- 
cede with silent celerity, and leave me a barren 
' waste of«and, to descend at my leisure to my former 
station. I do not say this in the affectation of mo- 
desty; I see the consequence is unavoidable, and 
am prepared for it. I had been at a good deal c 
pfi/as to form a;nst, impartial estimate of ?««< 
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tellectual powers before I came here ; I have not 
added, since I came to Edinbnrgh, any thing to the 
accoimt ; and I tmst I shall take every atom of it 
back to my shades, the coverts of my unnoticed, 
early years. 

In Dr. Blacklock, whom I see very often, I have 
found, what I would have expected in our friend, a 
clear head .and an excellent heart. 

By tar the most agreeable hours I spend in Ediur 
burgh must be placed to the account of Miss Lowri^ 
and her piano fort^. I cannot help repeating to ^cm 
and Mrs. Lowrie a compliment that Mr. Mackenzie, 
the celebrated *' Man of Feeling," paid to Miss 
Lowrie, the other night, at the concert. I had 
dome in at the interlude^ and sat down by him, till 
I saw Miss Lowrie in a seat not very distant, and 
went up to {jay my respects to her. On my return 
to Mr. Mackenzie, he asked me who she was ; I 
told him 'twas the daughter of a reverend friend 
of mine m the west country.^ He returned, there 
was something very striking, to his idea, in her 
appearance. On my desiring to know what it was, 
he was pleased to say, ^* She has a great deal of- the 
elegance of a well-bred lady about her, with all the 
«weet simplicity of a country-girl." 

My compliments to all the happy inmates of 
Saint Margaret's. 

I am, dear sir. 

Yours most gratefully, 

Robert Burns. 



36 BURNS'S LETTERi. 

XIV. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Edinburgh, 15th Fetouary, 1787* 
Sir, 
Pardon my seeming neglect in delaying so long to 
acknowledge the honour yon have done me, hi yonr 
kind notice of me, Januaty 23d. Not many months 
ago I knew no other employment than following 
^ the plough, nor could boast any thing higher than a 
'disitaut acquaintance with a country-clergyman. 
Mere greatness never embarrasses me ; I have no- 
thing to ask from the great, and I do not fear thdr 
judgment : hut genius, poHshed hy learning, and 
at its proper point of elevation in the eye of the 
world, this of late I frequently meet with, and trem- 
ble at its approach. I scorn the affectation of seem- 
ing modesty to cover self-conceit. That I havfe 
some merit I do not deny; but I see, with frequent 
wringings of heart, that the novelty of my charac- 
ter, and the honest national prejudice of my coun- 
trymen, have borne' me to a height altogether un- 
tenable to my abilities; 

For the honour Miss W. has done me, please, sir, 
return her, in my name, my most gratefel thanks. 
I have more than once thought of paying her In 
kind, but have hitherto quitted the idea in hopeless 
despondency. I had never before heard of her ; but 
the other day . I got lier poems, which, for several 
reasons, some belonging to the head, and others the 
offspring of the heart, gave me a gt^at deil «f plea- 
sirre. I bare iittle pretensionB to cntk V>w \ x\«w 
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are, I thinks two characteristic features in her poe- 
try — the unfettered wild flight of native genius^ 
and the querulous, «oi7i^« tenderness of time-settled 
sorrow. 

I only know what pleases me, often without heing 
able to tell why. 

XV. 

TO THE £ARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

JIdinburgb, 1787- 

My Lord, 
I WANTED to purchase a profile of your lordship,, 
which I was told was to be got in town : but I am 
truly sorry to see that a blundering painter has 
spoiled a ' ' human face divine." The enclosed stan- 
zas I intended to have written below a picture or 
profile of your lordship, could I have been so happy 
as to procure one with any thing of a likeness. 
^ As I will soon return to my shades, I wanted to 
have something like a material object for my grati- 
tude ; I wanted to have it in my power to say to a 
friend, lliere is my noble patron, my generous be- 
nefactor. Allow me, my lord, to publish these 
verses. I conjure your lordship, by the honest 
throe of gratitude, by the generous wiuh of benevo- 
knoe, by all the powers and feelingM which compose 
tiie magnaninious mind, do not deny me this peti- 
tioia,* I owe much to your lordship ; and what has 
not in some other instances always been the case 

• •» difa not appear that the Earl granted IY»S* inQraL«t\.« 
Mor^gre tbe wenea MBuded to been found «xdo&% ^SbftSftSI^^ 
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M> 



-mih me, the weight of the obligation is a pleasing 
load. I trust I have a heart as independent as your 
lordship's, than which I can say nothing more : ttid/ 
I wonld not be beholden to favours that would cm- 
dfy my feelings. Your dignified character in life, 
and manner of supporting that character, are flat- 
tering to my pride ; and I would be jealous of the, 
purity of my grateful attachment where I was under 
the patronage of one of the much favoured sons of 
fortune. 

Almost every poet has celebrated lu» patrons, 

particularly when they were names dear to £une, 

and illustrious in their country ; allow me^ then^ my 

' j lord, if you think the verses have intrinsic merit, to 

tell the world how much I have the honour to be 

Your lord8hip*s highly indebted, 

and ever gratefid humble servant. 
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XVI. 

TO THE EARL OF BUgHAN. 

My Lord, 
The honour your lordship has done me, by your 
notice and advice in yours of the 1st instant, I shall 
ever gratefully remember : 

*' Praise frpm thy lips 'tis mine with joy t6 bOMt^ 
They best can give It who deserre it moat*** 

Your lordship touches the darling chord of my 

heart, when you advise me to fire my muse at Scot* 

tish story and Scottish scenes. I wish for nothing 

more thsm to make a leisurelY ^vV^\£kai9gt\bLTQRii|]iL 

/ii^ HA^i re country ; to ait and m»ae onxSkvo^feAsom 
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hard-contended fields, where CSalqdonia, rejoicing, 
saw her bloody lion borne through broken ranks to 
victory and fame \ and, catching the inspiration, to 
poor the deathless names in song. But, my lord, 
in the midst of these enthusiastic reveries, a kmg- 
nsaged, dry, moral-looking phantom strides across 
my imagination, and pronounces these emphatic 
words: 

** I, Wisdom, dwell with Prudence. Friend, I 
do not come to open the ill-closed wounds of your 
follies and misfortunes, merely to give you pain : t 
wish through these wounds to imprint a lasting les- 
son on your heart. I will not mention how many 
of my salutary advices you have despised : I have 
given you line upon line, and precept upon precept; ^ 
and while I was chalking; out to you the straight 
way to wealth and character, with audacious ef- 
frontery you have zig-zagged across the path, con- 
temning me to my face : you know the consequences. 
It is not yet three months since home was so hot 
for you, that you were on the wing for the western 
shore of the Atlantic, not to make a fortune, but to 
hide your misfortune. 

** Now that yom* dear-loved Scotia puts it in your 
power to return to the situation of your forefathers, 
will you follow these Will-o*-Wisp meteors of fancy 
and whim, till they bring you once more to the 
brink of ruin ? I grant that the utmost ground you 
can occupy is but half a step from the veriest po- 
verty ; but still it is half a step from it. If all that. I 
can urge be ineffectual, let her who seldom calls to 
yon in vain, let the call of pride prevail with you. 
You know how you feel at the iron gripe of m\\ilt«A 
oppression: you know how you bear lYie tgd£LVDk% 
foeer of coniumelious greatness. I Yio\A ywv o«X 
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the conveniences, the comforts of life, indepei 
and character, on the one hand : I tender y< 
Tility, dependence, and wretchedness, on the 
I will not insult your understanding by biddi 
make a choice.*** 

This, my lord, is unanswerable. I mast 
to my humble station, and woo my rustic n 
my wonted way at the plough-tail. Still, m 
while the drops of life warm my heart, grati 
that dear-loved country in which I boast my 
and gratitude to those her distinguished son 
have honoured me so much with their pat 
and approbation, shall, while stealing throo 
humble shades, ever distend my bosom, i 
times, as now, draw forth the swelling tear. 

XVII. 

TO THE HONOURABLE BAILIES OF CANON 

edinburgh. 

Gentlemen, 
I AM sorry to be told, that the remains of 
Fergusson, the so justly celebrated poet/ 
whose talents, for ages to come, will do hoi 
our Caledonian name, lie in your churd 
' among the ignoble dead, unnoticed and unki 

§ome memorial to direct the steps of th( 
of Scottish Song, when they wish to shed 
over' the " narrow house" of the bard wh< 
morCy is surely a tribute due. to Fergussoi 
mory; a tribute I wish to have the honour 

• Copied Avm the Bee, vol. ii. p. 319, >A^ «(MB 
Afttf Author's MiSS, 
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I petition you, thep. Gentlemen, tp permit me 
to lay a simple stone over his revered ashes, tareh> 
main an unalienable property to his deathless fame. 
I have the honoar to be, Gentlemen^ your very 
humble servant, (sic subscpibiturj , 

Robert Burms: 

XVIII. 

TO • • • • •. 



My Dear Sir, 
You may think, and too justly, that I am a selfish 
ungrateM fellow, having received so many repeated 
instances of kindness from yon, and yet never put- 
ting pen to paper to say-^thank you; but if yon 
knew what a devil of a life my conscience has led 
me on that account, your good heart would think 
yourself too much avenged. By the bye, there is 
nothing in the whole fnune of man which seems 
to me so unaccountable as that thing called con- 
sdence. Had the troublesome yelping cur powers 
efflcient to prevent a mischief, he might be of use : 
but, at the beginning of the business, his feeble ef- 
forts are to the workings of passion as the infonf^ 
frosts of an autumnal morning to the unclouded 
fenronr of the rising sun : and no sooner are the tu- 
multuous doings of the wicked \leed over, than, 
amidst the bitter native consequences of folly, in the 
very vortex of our horrors, up starts conscience, 
and harrows us with the feelings of the d»»»«». 

I have enclosed you, by way of expiation, somiiB 
verse and prose, that^ if they menX ^ ^\»ca Vgl>\^9^ 
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truly entertamiug miscellany, you are welcome to. 
The prose extract is literally as Mr. Sprott sent it me. 

The iMcriptum of the Stone U atfottows: 

HERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET. 

Born, September 5th, 1761— Died, l6th October, 1774. 

No sculptured marble here, nor pom]x>us lay, 
** No storied urn nor animated bust ;" 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her poetfs dust. 

On the other side of the Stone is as follows : 

** By special grant of the Managers to Robert 
Bums, who erected this stone, this burial-place is 
to remain for ever sacred to the memory of Robert 
Fergusson.** 

XIX. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinbui^h, Mardi 29, 1787. 
MADAM, 

I READ your letter with watery eyes. A little, very 
little while ago, / had scarce arfriend but the stub- 
born pride of my own bosom ; now I am distinguished, 
patronized, befriended by you. Your friendly ad- 
vices, I will not give them the cold name of criti- 
cisms, I receive with reverence. I have made some 
small alterations in what I before had printed. I 
have the advice of some very judicious friends among 
the literati here, but with them I sometimes find i^ 
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MceBsuyt o ciaim the pridlege of thioliing for nf- 
wlf. The noble earl of Gleoc^m, to whom I owe 
more than to uiyman, does metbe honour of giring 
me hia atrictnree ; bU hiata, with respect to Impro- 
priety or indelicarf, I follow implicitly. 

Yon kindly iutei'eBt youreelf in my fatnre view* 
and prospect!: there I can gire you no light ;-^it 



The appellation of a. Scottish bard is by far my 
highest pride: to continue to deserre it, i« my most 
exalted ambition. Scottish scenes and Scottish 
story are the themes 1 could wish to sing. I have 
no dearer aim than to have it my power, uupl^aed 
with the rouduc of hokiness, for wluch, heaven 
knows ! I am unfit enongh, to make leisurely pil- 
grimages through Caledonia ; to ait on the fields of 
her battles; to wander on the romantic banks of her 
rivers ; and to muse by the stalely towers or vene- 
rable ruins, once the honoured abodes of her heroes. 

But these are allUlOpian thoughti< : I have dallied 
kuig enough with life : 'lis lime to be in earnest. I 
liave a fond, an aged mother to rare for : and some 
other bosom-des perhaps equally tender. 

Where the individual only suffers by the conse- 
qnences of his own thonghtleuness, indolence, or 
folly, he may be excnsahle ; nay, shiuintt abilities, 
and some of the nobler virtues, may half-SBnctifr 
a heedless character : but where Cod and nature 
have entrusted the welbre of others to ln& cute-, 
Hjiae tie tnui is sacred and the tita ate 4eM,ftM, 
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man must be far gone in selfishness, or strangely 
loft to reflection, whom these connexions will. not 
rouse to exertion. 

I guess that I shall clear between two aad tfaref 
hundred pounds by my authorship; mth that sum 
I lEtendy so for as I may be saXA to have any inten- 
tion, to return to my old acquaintance, the plough; 
and, if I can meet with a lease by which I can Vlv9^ 
to commence farmer. I do not intend to give up 
poetry : being bred to labour secures me indepen- 
dence ; and the muses are my chief, sometimes have 
been my only enjoyment. If my practice second my 
resolution, I shall hare principally at heart the 
serious business of life : but, while following my 
plough, or building up my shocks, I shall cast a Id- 
sure glance to that dear, that only feature of. my 
character, which gave me the notice of myocniAtry, 
and the patronage of a Wallace. ^ 

Thus, honoured Madam, I have given you the 
bard, his situation, and his views, native as they ar« 
in his own bosom. 

XX. 

EXTRACTS FROM HIS COMMON PLACE BOOK. 

Edinburgh, April 9, 1787. 
As I have seen a good deal of human life in Edin- 
burgh, a great many characters which are new to 
one bred up in the shades of life as I have been, I 
am determined to take down my remarks on Um 
spot. Gray observes, in a letter to Mr. Palgrave, 
fAaf, ^ half A nford fixed, upon, ot neax Wi« «^v' 
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worth a cart-load of reeoliectionV I don't know 
how it is with the world in general, hut with mc, 
making my remarks is hy no means a solitary plea- 
sure. I want some one to laugh with me^ some 
one to he grave with me, some one to please me 
and help my discrimination, with his or her own rt^ 
mark, and at times, no doubt, to admire my acute- 
oess and penetration. The world are so busied 
with selfish pursuits, ambition, vanity, interest, or 
pleasure, that very few think it worth their while to 
make any observation on what passes around thera, 
except where that observation is a sucker, or branch 
of the darling plant they are rearing in their fancy. 
Nor am I sure, notwithstanding all the sentimental 
flights of novel-writers, and the sage philosophy of 
moralists, whether we are capable of so intimate 
and cordial a coalition of friendship, as that one 
man may pour out his bosom, his )3very thought and 
floating fancy, his very inmost soul, with unreserred 
confidence to another, without hazard of losing part 
of that respect which man deserves from man ; or, 
from the unavoidable imperfections attending hu- 
man nature, of one day repenting his confidence. 

For these reasons I am determined to make these 
pages my confidant. I will sketch every character 
that any way strikes me, to the best of my power, 
with unshrinking justice. I will insert anecdotes, 
and take down remarks, in the old law phrase, 
mUhoui feud orfavour, — ^Where I hit on any thing 
derer, my own applause will, in some measure, 
feast my vanity ; and, begging Patrodus' and Achates!^ 
pardon, I think a lock and key a security, at least 
equal to the hoaom of any friend vrhatcvw; 
My cwa private storj likewise, m| \o^e-«if«fc- 
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tures, my rambles : the frowns and smiles of fortnne 
on my bardship ; my poems and fragments, that 
must never see the light, shall be occasionally in- 
serted. — ^In short, never ^d four shillings purchaie 
so mnch friendship, since confidence went first to 
market, or .honesty was set up to sale. 

To these seemingly invidious, but too just ideas 
of human friendship, I would cheerfully make one 
exception — the connexion between two persons of 
different sesj^s, when their interests are'united and 
absorbed by the tie of love* — 

When thought meets thought, ere from the lips It part. 
And each warm wish springs mutual flrom the heart. 

There confidence, confidence that exalts them the 
more in one another's opinion, that endears them 
the more to each other's hearts, unreservedly 
*' reigns and revels." But this is not my lot; an2l, 
in my situation, if I am wise (which by the bye I 
have no great chance of being), my fate should be 
cast with the Psalmist's sparrow, '* to watch alone 
on the house-tops." — Oh the pity! 
• ••••• 

There are few of the sore evils under the sun 
give me more uneasiness and chagrin than the com- 
parison how a man of genius, nay, of avowed worth, 
is received every where, with the reception which a 
mere ordinary character, decorated with the trap- 
pings and futile distinctions of fortune meets. 1 
imagine a man of abilities, his breast glowing with 
honest pride, conscious that men are bom equal, 
still giving honour to whom honour is due; he meets 
at a great man's table, a 'Squire something, or a S' 
jsomebodjr: he knows the noblelamdVot^, «X \um 
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gives the bard, or whalerer he is, a share of hia 
good wi!ib«a, beyohd, perhaps, any one at table; 
jet how will it mortify him to see a fellow, whoae 
abilities would icarcelf bare made an figilpermf 
tailor, and whose beart ia not Worth three &r- 
tbings, meet with aiiention and notice, that are 
withheld from the son of geiiias and poverty ? 

The noble Olencaim haa wounded me to the sou) 
here, because I dearly esteem, respect, and lore 
faim. He showed so much altention. engrossing 
Utention, one day, to the only blockhead at table 
(Ihe whole company consisted of his lordship, dnn- 
derpate, and myself), that 1 was within half a point 
ot throwing down my gage of contemptuous defi- 
iince ; but he shook my hand, and looked so bene- 
I rnlently good al parting. God bless him ! though I 
■boDld never see him more, I shall lore bim until 
mr dying day I I am pleaacd to think 1 am »o ca- 
p^le of the throes of gratitude, as 1 am miserably 
deficient in some other virtues. 

With Dr. Blair I am more Bt my ease. I nerer 

respect him with humble veneration ; bat when he 

Uiiiliy interests himself in my welfare, or still more, 

when he descends from his pinnacle, and meets me 

j oncqnal ground in couversation, my heart overflows 

' with what is called liking. When he neglects- me - 

for the mere carcass of greatness, or when bis eye 

measures the difference of onr points of elevation, 

, 1 My to myself, with scarcely any emotion. What do 

I taiE for him, or his pomp either I - 

It is not eaiy forming an exact judgment of any 
(we; bnt, tn my opinion. Dr. HUit is Tnwd."j v& 
utanbbJag proof what ludastr; and a^^Vtc^Qti cub. 
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do. Natural parts like his are frequently t6 h 
with; his vanity is proverhiaDy known amon 
acquaintance ; but he is justly at the head of 
may be called fine writing; and a critic of thie 
the very first, rank in prose ; even in poetry, a 
of Nature's making can only take the p€U of 
tie has a heart, not of the very finest water, bi 
from being an ordinary one. ' In short, he is t 
worthy, and most respectable character. 

XXI. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinbingh, 15th. ApxU, r 

Madam, 
There is an afifectatlon of gratitude which I ^! 
llie periods of Johnson and the pauses of S 
may.hide a selfish heart. For my part. Mads 
trust I have too much pride for servility, aiK 
little prudence for selfishness. I have this lAo 
broken open your letter, but 

" Rude am I in speech. 
And therefore little can I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself—** 

ao I shall not trouble you with any fine spei 
and hunted figures. I shall just lay my hand o 
Iieart, and say, I hope I shall ever have the tr 
the warmest sense of your goodness. 

I come abroad in print for certain on Wedne 

Your orders I shall punctually attend to ; onl; 

the wa>y, I must tell you that I was psdd befor 

Dr. Moore's and Miaa W;a covVea>x^awi^\\ii 
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diuin of Commissioner Cochrane in this place; hnt 
that we can settle when I haFe the honour of wait- 
bg on you. 

Dr. Smith* was jnst gone to London the morning 
before I receiyed yoar letter to him. 

XXII. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Edinburgh, 23d April, 1787. 
I RECEIVED the hooks, and sent the one you men- 
tioned to Mrs. Dunlop. I am ill-skilled in Seating 
the coverts of imagination for metaphors of grati- 
tude. I thank you, Sir, for the honour you have 
done me ; and to my latest hour will warmly remem* 
ber it. To he highly pleased with your hook, is 
what I have in common with the world ; but to 
regard these volumes as a mark of the author's 
friendly esteem, is a still more supreme gratifica- 
tion. 

I leave Edinburgh in the course of ten days or a 
fortnight ; and, after a few pilgrimages over some ot 
the classic ground of Caledonia, Cowden Knowet, 
Banks of Yarrow, Tweed, Sfc, I shall return to my 
mral shades, in all likelihood never more to quit 
them. 1 have formed many intimacies and friend- 
ships here, hut I am afraid they are all of too tender 
a construction to beai: carriage a hundred and fifty 
miles. To the rich, the great, the fashionable, the 
polite, I have no equivalent to offer ; and I am af^ii^ 

• Adam Smith. 

VOL, A n 
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my meteor-appearance will by no means entitle me 
to a settled correspondence with any of you, who 
are the permanent lights of genius and literatnre. 

My most respectfiil compliments to miss W. If 
once this tangent flight of mine were over, and I 
were returned to my wonted leisurely motion in my 
old circle, I may probably endeavour to return her 
poetic compliment in Mnd. 

XXIII. 

EXTRACT OF A LETTER 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, 30th April, 1787. 
Your criticisms, madam, I understand very 
well, and could have wished to have pleased you 
better. You are right in your guess that I am 
not very amenable to counsel. Poets, much my 
superiors, have so flattered those who possessed the 
adventitious qualities of wealth and power, tiiat I 
am determined to flatter no created* being either 
in prose or verse. 

I set as Uttle by princes, lords, clergy, critics, Scc.y 
as all these respective gentry do by my hardship. I 
know what I may expect ft'om the world by and 
by — illiberal abuse, and perhaps contemptuous 
neglect. 

I am happy, madam, that some of my own fa- 
vourite pieces are distinguished by your particular 
approbation. For my Dream, which has unfortu- 
uate]y incurred your loyal displeasure, I hope in 
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four weeks, or less, to have the honour of appe£M*ing 
at Diinlop, in fts defence, in person. 

XXIV. 

TO THE REVEREND DR. HUGH BLAIR. 

Lawn-Market, Edinburgh, 3d May, 1787. 

Reverend and much-respected Sir, 
I LEAVE Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but could 
not go without troubling you with half a line, sin- 
cerely to thank you for the kindness, patronage, 
and friendship you have shown me. I often felt 
the embarrassment of my singular situation ; drawn 
forth from the veriest shades of life to the glare of 
remark ; and honouted by the notice of those illus- 
trious names of my country, whose works, while 
they are applauded to the end of time, will e;yer in- 
struct and mend the heart. However the meteor- 
like novelty of my appearance in the world might 
attract notice, and honour me with the acquaint- 
ance of the permanent lights of genius and Utera* 
ture, those who are truly benefactors of the immor- 
tal nature of man ; I knew very well, that my utmost 
merit was far unequal to the task of preserving that 
character when once the novelty was over. I have 
made up my mind, that abuse, or almost even 
neglect, will ;iot surprise me in my quarters. 

I have sent you a proof impression of Bengo's 
work for me, done on Indian paper, as a trifling but 
sincere testimony with what heart- warm gratitude' 
I am. &c. 






,«.«»»»*• 









IV). ^ 



»»* . „ mot 



)<iev» 



(oo* 



BURNS'S LETTERS. 53 

Mf two friends and I rode soberly down the Loch 
side, till by came a Highlandman at the gallop, on 
a tolerably good horse, but which had never known 
the ornaments of iron or leather. We scorned to be 
oat-galloped by a Highlandman, so off we started, 
whip and spur. My companions, though seemingly 
gayly mounted, fell sadly astern ; but my old mare, 
Jenny Geddes, one of the Rosinante family, she 
strained past the Highlandman in spite of all his ef- 
forts, with the hair-haiter : just as I was passing him, 
Donadd wheeled his horse, as if to cross before me 
to mar my .progress, when down came his horse, and 
threw his rider's breekless a — e in a dipt hedge ; 
and down came Jenny Geddes over all, and my bard- 
ship between her and the Highlandman's horse. 
Jenny Geddes trode over me with such caatious 
reverence, that matters were not so bad as might 
well have been expected ; so I came ofiP with a few 
CQtB and bruises, and a thorough resolution to be a 
pattern of sobriety for the future. 

I have yei fixed on nothing with respect to the se- 
rious business of life. I am, just as usual, a rhy- 
ming, mason-making, raking, aimless, idle fellow. 
However, I shall somewhere have a farm soon. I 
w&s going to say, a wife too ; but that must never 
be my blessed lot. I am but a younger son of the 
house of Parnassus, and like other younger sons of 
great familiesi, I may intrigue, if I choose to run all 
risks, but must not marry. 

-. I am afraid I have almost ruined one source, 
the principal one indeed, of my former happiness ; 
that eternal propensity I always had to fallml^x^. 
My heart ao more glows with fevemVv tw^Voct^. V 
Aare no paradisiacal evening inleivievja «»\.oVevLVta» 
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the restless cares and pryiug ialiabitants of this weary 
world. 1 have only » • » ». This last is one of 
your distant acquaintitnces, has a fine figure, and 
elegant manners ; and in the train of some great 
folks whom you know, has seen the polit^t quarters 
in Europe. I do like her a good deal ; but what 
piques me is her conduct at the commencement of 
our acqusdntance. I frequently visited her when I 
was in * * *, and after passing regularly the inter- 
mediate degrees between the distant formal bow 
and the familiar gntsp round the widst, I ventured 
in my careless way to talk of fdendship in rather 
ambiguous terms ; and after her return to * * *, 
I wrote to her in the same style. Miss, constming 
my words farther I suppose than even I intended, 
flew off in a tangent of female dignity and reserve, 
like a BMrantaln-lark in an April morning ; and wrote 
me acn answer which measured me out very oom^ 
pietely what an immense way I had to travel before 
I could reach the climate of her favour. But I am 
an old hawk at the sport ; and wrote her such a 
cool, deliberate, prudent reply, as brought my bird 
from her aerial towerings, pop down at my foot 
like corporal Trim's hat. 

As for the rest of my acts, and my wars, and all 
my wise sayings, and why my mare was called Jen- 
ny Geddes ; they shall be recorded in a few weeks 
hence at Linlithgow, in the chronicles of your me- 
mory, by 

Robert Burns. 
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XXVI. 
TO DR. MOORE. 

Blauchline, $d August* 1787* 

Sir, 
For some months past I have been rambling over 
the country; but I am now confined with some 
tingering complaints, originating, as I take it, in 
the stomach. To divert my spirits a little in this 
miserable fog of ennui, I have taken a whim to give 
jFou a history of myself. My name has made some 
Uttle noise in this country; you have done me the 
honour to interest yourself very warmly in my be- 
half; and I think a faithful account of what charac- 
ter of a man I am, and how I came by that charac- 
ter, may perhaps amuse you in an idle moment. I 
will give you an honest narrative ; though I know 
It will be often at my own expense ; — for- 1 assure 
you, sir, I have, like Solomon, whose character, ex- 
cepting in the trifling affair of wMdom, I sometimes 
think I resemble, — I have, I say, like him, tum&d 
my eyes to behold madness and folly, and, like him, 
too frequently shaken hands with their intoxicating 
friendship. ♦ * * After you have perused these 
pages, should you think them trifling and imperti- 
nent, I only beg leave to tell you, that the poor au- 
thor wrote them under some tvntching qualms of 
conscience, arising from suspicion that he was 
doing what he ought not to do : a predicament he 
has more than once been in before. 

I have not the most distant prete\i&\oi» \;ci ^<s^\fik!t 
tAfU character which the pye-CQ«^ted. tsw«^>a»» ^^ 
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escatcfaeoDs call a gentleman. When at EdinlNir^ 
last winter, I got acquainted in the Herald's Office; 
and, looking throogh that granary of honoars, I 
there foond almost every name in the kingdom; 
but for me. 



•« Xj ancient but ignoble blood 
** Hm cfcpC Uiroogb •eoondrds ercr sinee die flood." 



Gules, Porpnre, Argent, &c. qnite disowned me. 

Mf father was of the north of Scotland, the sou 
of a farmer, and was thrown by early misfortunes 
on the world at large; where, after many years* 
wanderings and scgoumings, he pidied up a pretty 
large quantity of observation and experience, to 
which I am indebted for most of my little preten- 
sions to wisdom. — I have met with few who under- 
stood men, their manners^ and their wayiy equal to 
him ; but stubborn, ungainly integrity, and head- 
long ungovernable irascibility, are disquaU^ng 
circumstances ; consequently, I was bom a very 
poor man's son. For the first six or seven years of 
my life, my father was gardener to a worthy gen- 
tleman of small estate in the neighbourhood of Ayr. 
Had he continued in that station, I must have mardi- 
ed off to be one of the little underlings about a 
farm-house ; but it was his dearest wish and prayer 
to have it in his power to keep his children under 
his own eye till they could discern between good 
and evil ; so with the assistance of his generom 
master, my father ventured on a small farm on his 
estate. At those years 1 was by no means a favonr- 
Ite with any body. I was a good deal noted for a 
reteative memory^ a stubborn slurdY wsiftsJMm^ 
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my disposition, and an enthusiastic idiot ^ piety. I 
say idiot piety, because I was then but a* child. 
Though it cost the schoolmaster some thrashings, I 
made an excellent English scholar; and by the time 
I was ten or eleven years of age, I was a critic in 
substantives, verbs, and particles. In my infant 
and boyish days, too, 1 owed much to an old wo- 
man who resided in the family, remarkable for her 
ignorance, credulity, and superstition. She had, I 
suppose, the largest collection in the country of 
tales and songs .concerning devils, ghosts, fEuries, 
brownies, witches, warlocks, spunkies, kelpies, elf- 
candles, dead-lights, wrsdths, apparitions, cantraps, ' 
giants, enchanted towers, dragons, and other trump- 
ery. This cultivated the latent seeds of poetry ; 
but had so strong an effect on my imagination, that 
to this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I sometimes 
keep a sharp look out in suspicious places: and 
though nobody can be more sceptical than I am In 
such matters, yet it often takes an effort of philoso- 
phy to shake off these idle terrors. The earliest 
composition that I recollect taking pleasure in, was 
The f^isian of Mirza, and a hymn of Addison's, 
beginning. How are thy tervants blest ^ O Lord! I 
pardeularly remember one half-stanza, which was 
music to my boyish ear-» 

" Vat though on dxeadfUl whirU we hung 
<* Hi^ on the broken wave.—" 

I met with these pieces in Mason* a English CoUeC'- 
tkny one of my school-books. The two first books 
1 ever resui in private, and which gave me more 

•Idiot /or Idiotic 
d2 
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which period I first committed the sin of Rhyme. 
Yon know our country custom of coupling a man 
and woman together as partners in the labours of 
harFest. In my fifteenth autumn my partner was a 
bewitching creature, a year younger than myself. 
My scarcity of English denies me the power of 
doing her justice in that language ; but you know 
the Scottish idiom*-she was a homtiey sweei, mntie 
lass. In shorty she altogether, unwittin)y[ly to her- 
self, initiated me in that delicious passion, wldch 
in spite of acid disappointment, gin-horse prudence, 
and book- worm philosophy, I hold to be the first of 
human joys, our dearest blessing here below ! How 
i«he caught the contagion, I cannot tell : you medi- 
cal people talk much oi infection from breathing the 
same air, the touch, &c.; but I never expressly 
said I loved her. Indeed I did not know myself 
why I liked so much to loiter behind with her, 
when returning in the evening from our labours ; 
why the tones of her voice made my heart-strings 
thrill like an iEolian harp; and particularly why my 
pulse beat such a furious ratan when I looked and 
fingered over her little hand to pick out the cruel 
nettle stings and thistles. Among her other love- 
inspiring qualities, she sung sweetly ; and it was her 
favourite reel, to which I attempted giving an em- 
bodied vehicle in rhyme. I was not so presump- 
tuous as to imagine that I could make verses like 
printed ones, composed by men who had Greek and 
Latin ; but my girl sung a song, which was said to 
be composed by a small country laird's son, on one 
of his father's maids, with whom he was in love ! 
and I saw no reason why I m\ght y\q% xVi^« to urett 
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as he; for, ^excepting that he could smear sheep^ 
aod cast peats,' his father living in the meor-landSy 
he had no more scholar-craft than myself. 

Thus with me began love and poetry ; which at 
times have been my only, and till within the last 
twelve months, have been my highest enjoyment. 
My father struggled on till he I'eached the freedom 
in his lease, when he entered on a larger farm, 
about ten miles farther in the country. The nature 
of the bargain he made was such as to throw a little 
ready money into his hands at the commencement 
of his lease ; otherwise the affair would have been 
impracticable. For four years we lived comfort* 
ably here ; but a difference commencing between 
him and iiis landlord as to terms, after three years 
tossing and whirling in the vortex of litigation, my 
father was just saved from the horrors of a jail by 
a consumption, which, after two years' promises, 
kindly stepped in, and carried him away, to where 
the wiched ceatefrwn troubling, and the wearp fire 
at rest. 

It is during the time that we lived on this farm 
that my Uttle story is most eventful. I was, at the 
beginning of this period, perhaps the most ungain- 
ly, awkward boy in the parish — no solitaire was less 
acquainted with the ways of the world. What I 
knew of ancient story was gathered from Salmon's 
and Guthrie^ s geographical grammars; and the ideas 
I had formed of modem manners, of literature, and 
criticism, I got from the Spectator, These, with 
Pop^s ff^orkSf some plays of Shakspeare, Tull and 
Dichson on Agriculture, The Pantheon^ Lockfts £(« 
sajf on the Human Undereiandmgy Stachhou%€ % HU- 
/wy o/the Bibky Justic^t firUuh Gardettet*^ 1>^ 
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rectory , Bayle*8 Lectures, Allan RafMay*» ff^orki, 
Taylof^s Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin, A Se- 
lect Collection of English Songs, and Herveifs Me- 
dilations, had formed the whole of mj reading. 
The collection of songs was my vade mecum, I 
pored over them driving my cart, or walking to la- 
bour, song by song, verse by verse ; carefiiUy noting 
the true tender, or sublime, from affectation and 
fustian. I am convinced I owe to this practice 
much of my critic craft, such as. it is. 

In my seventeenth year, to give my manners a ' 
brush, I went to a country dancing school. — My fa- 
ther had an unaccountable antipathy against these 
meetings ; and my going was, what to this moment 
I repent, in opposition to his wishes. My father, as 
I said before, was subject to strong passions ; from 
that instance of disobedience in me he took a sort 
of dislike to me, which I believe was one cause of 
the dissipation which marked my succeeding years. 
I say dissipation, comparatively with the strictness, 
and sobriety, and regularity of presbyterian coun- 
try life ; for though the Will o* Wisp meteors of 
thoughtless whim were almost- the sole lights of 
my path, yet early ingrained piety and virtue kept 
me for several years afterwards within the line of 
innocence. The great misfortune of my life was to 
want an aim. I had felt early some stirrings of am- 
bition, but they were the blind gropings of Homer's 
Cyclops round the walls of his cave. I saw my fa- 
therms situation entailed on me perpetual labour. 
The only two openings by which I could enter the 
temple of Fortune, was the gate of niggardly econr 
mf; or the path of little chicaning \»iix%9lu-mak' 
72ie £rsti8 so contracted an apettwce,\ucs« v 
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squeeze myself into it; — the last I always bated-— 
there was coDtamination in the very entrance! 
Thus abandoned of aim or view in life, with a strong 
appetite for sociability, as well. from native hilarity, 
as from a pride of observation and remark ; a con- 
stitutional melancholy or hypochondriasm that made 
me fly to solitude ; add to these incentives to so- 
cial life, my reputation for bookish knowledge, a 
certain wild logical talent, and a strength of thought, 
something like the rudiments of good sense ; and it 
will not seem surprising that I was generally a wel- 
come guest where I visited, or any great wonder 
that, always where two or three met together, there 
was I among them. But far beyond all other im- 
pulses of my heart, was un penchant it Vadorable 
moUii du genre humain. My heart was completely 
tinder, and was eternally lighted up by some god- 
dess or other; and as in every other warfare in this 
world my fortune was various, sometimes f was re- 
ceived with favour, and sometimes 1 was mortified 
with a repulse. At the plough, scythe, or reap- 
hook, ] feared no competitor, and thus I set abso- 
lute want at defiance ; and as I never cared farther 
for my labours than while I was in actual exercise, 
I spent the evenings in the way after my own heart. 
A country lad seldom carries on a love-adventure 
without an assisting confidant. I possessed a cu- 
riosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity, that recom- 
mended me as a proper second on these occasions; 
taid I dare say, I felt as much pleasure in being in 
the secriet of half the loves of the parish of Tarbol- 
ton, as ever did statesman in knowing the intrigues 
ot half the courts of Europe.— The \erj ^oq«i& l««- 
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ther in my hand sieemB to know instinctiTely the 
well-worn path of my imagination^ the .foyourite 
theme of my song ; and is with difficulty restrained 
from giving yon a couple of paragraphs on the Iofb- 
adventures of my compeers^ the humble inmates of 
the farm-house and cottage ; but the grave sons of • 
science, ambition, or ayarice, baptize these things I7 
the name of Follies. To the sons and daughters of 
labour and poverty, they are matters of the most se- 
rious nature ; to them the ardent hope, the stden 
interview, the tender farewell, are the greatest and 
most delicious parts of their enjoyments. 

Another circumstance in my life which made 
some alteration in my mind and manners, wafl^ that 
I spent my nineteenth summer on a smuggling 
coast, a good distance from home, at a noted school, 
to learn mensuration, surveying, dialling, &c., in 
which I made a pretty good progress. But I made 
a greater progress in the knowledge of mankind. 
The contraband trade was at that time very success- 
ful, and it sometimes happened to me to fall in 
with those who carried it on. Scenes of swagger- 
ing riot and roaring dissipation were till this time 
new to me; but I was no enemy to social life. 
Here, though I learnt to fill my glass, and to mix 
without fear in a drunken squabble, yet I went on 
with a high hand with my geometry, till the sun 
entered Virgo, a month which is always a carnival 
in my bosom, when a charming /Uette, who lived 
next door to the school, overset my trigonometiy, 
and set me off at a tangent from the sphere of mj 
studies. I however struggled on with my skies and 
co^iines for a few days more ; but, stepping into the 
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garden one charming noon to take the sun's alti 
tude, there I met my angel, 

«* Like Proserpine, gathering flowers, 
Hersdf a fairer flower ** 

It was in-rain to think of doing any more good a 
school. The remaining week I stayed, I did nothini 
bat craze the faculties of my soul ahout her, or stea 
out to meet her ; and the two last nights of my sta] 
in this country, had sleep been a mortal sin, thi 
image of this modest and innocent girl had kept m( 
guiltless. 

I returned home very considerably improved. 
My reading was enlarged with the very importan' 
addition of Thomson's and Shenstone's Works ; ] 
had seen human nature in a new phasis ; and I en- 
gaged several of my school-fellows to keep up s 
literary correspondence with me. This improved 

! me in composition. I had met with a collection oi 
letters by the wits of Queen Anne's rei^n, and 1 
pored over them most devoutly ; 1 kept copies oj 
any of my own letters that pleased me ; and a com- 
pariiion between them and the composition of most 
of my correspondents, flattered my vanity. I car- 
ried this whim so far, that though I had not three 

i farthings^ worth of business in the world» yet al- 
most every post brought me as many letters as if 1 
had been a broad plodding son of day-book and 
ledger. 

My life flowed on much in the same course tU 
my twenty-third year, yive V amours et vhe I 
bagatelie, were my sole principles of action. Tl 
addition of two more authors to my libraty gave d 
great pleasure; Sierne and 3/*/Ce«;ie — TtI%It 
4»toM^ and TAe Man of Feeling — were la^ \i« 
Anmriie^ Poesy was stiU a darlvu^j vr;i»!L ' 
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mind ; but it was only indulged in accordinsc to tlie u 

humour of the hour. I had usually half a dosen or 4 

more pieces on hand; I took up one or other, as it ^ 

suited tlie momentary tone of the mind, and dis- k 

missed the work as it bordered on fatigue. My pas- r 

sions, when once lighted up, raged like so many ^ 

devils, till they got rent in rhyme; and tb)en the '<i 

conning over my verses, like a spell, soothed all into 'a 

quiet ! None of the rhymes of those days are in <t 

print, except fFinter, a Dirge, the eldest of my i- 

printed pieces ; the Death of Poor Maillie, John Bar- % 

leycom, and songs, first, second, and third.* Song i\ 

second was the ebullition of that passion whidi ^ 

ended the forementioned school-business. 1 

My twenty-third year was to me an important i 

sera. Partly through whim, and partly that I wished () 

to set about doing something in life, I joined a flax- li 

dresser in a neighbouring town (Irwin) to leani hia !) 

trade. This was an unlucky affair. My • ♦ • ; and, « 

to finish the whole, as we were giving a welcome f 

carousal to the new year, the shop took fire, and t 

burnt to ashes ; and I was left, like a true poet, not ( 

worth a sixpence. 

I was obliged to give up this scheme : the doiids ; 

of misfortune were gathering thick round my fti- I 

ther's head ; and, what was worst of all, he was < 
visibly far gone in a consumption ; and, to crown 
my distresses, a hellefiUe whom I adored, and wlM 
had pledged her soul to meet me in the field of ma- 
trimony, jilted me, with peculiar circumstances of 
mortification. The finishing evil that brought v 

* *' It was upon a Lammas night," &e. 

'* Now vrestlln winds, and alaug\i\hto« cosi 

"BOund yon bills where Lugax tloNi*,** fe 
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the rear of this infernal file, was my constitutional 
melanchoiy being increased to such a degree, that 
for three mouths I was in a state of mind scarcely 
to be envied by the hopeless wretches who have 
got their mittimus— D^ar^yVom me, ye accursed! 

From this adventure I learned something of a 
town life ; but the principal thing which gave my 
nund a turn, was a friendship I formed with a 
jronng fellow, a very noble character, but a hapless 
son of misfortune, ile was the son of a simple 
mechanic ; but a great man in the neighbourhood 
takiujg him under his patronage, gave him a genteel 
education, with a view of bettering his situation in 
life. The patron dying just as he was ready to 
launch out into the world, the poor fellow in de- 
qMur went to sea ; where, after a variety of good 
aoid ill fortune, a little before I was acquainted with 
him, he had been set on shore by an American pri- 
vateer, on the wild coast of Connaught, stripped of 
every thing. I cannot quit this poor fellow's story 
n^hont adding, that he is at ^this time master of a 
lai^re West-Indiaman belonging to the Thames. 

His mind was fraught with independence, mag- 
nanimity, and every manly virtue. I loved and ad- 
oured him to a deg^ree of enthusiasm, and of course 
strove to imitate him. In some measure I succeed- 
ed ; I had pride before, but he taught it to flow in 
proper channels. His knowledge of the world was 
vastly superior to mine, and I was all attention to 
learn. He was the only man I ever saw who was a 
greater fool than nayself, where woman was the pre- 
siding star; but he spoke of illicit love with the 
levity of a sailor, which hitherto 1 \aA le^'Kt^'t^ 
fnt/i horror. Here his friendship did me aiTXi\ft<^\fc^ \ 
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and the consequence was, that soon after I n 
the plough, I wrote the Poeft Welcome.* M 
ing only increased, while in this town, by tw 
volumes of PamelOy and one of Ferdinand 
Fathom^ which gave me some idea of 
Rhyme, except some « religious pieces that 
print, I had given up ; but meeting with Ferg 
Scottish PoemSy I strung anew my wildly-so 
lyre with emulating vigour. When my fathc 
his all went among the hell-hounds that pr 
the kennel of justice ; but we made a shift 
lect a little money in the family amongst m 
which, to keep us together, my brother and 
a neighbouring farm. My brother wanted m 
brained Imagination, as well as my social am 
rous madness ; but, in good sense, and ever 
qualification, he was far my superior. 

I entered on this farm with a fiill reso 
ComCy go tOy I will he wise I I read farming 1 
I calculated crops ; I attended markets ; a 
short, in spite of the devil, and the world, 6 
flesh, I believe' I should have been a wise mai 
the first year, from unfortunately buying bad 
the second, from a late harvest, we lost ha 
crops. This overset all my wisdom, and I ret 
like the dog to his vomit, and the sow tha 
washed, to her wallowing in the mire. ' 

I now began to be known in the neighbov 
as a maker of rhymes. The first of my poel 
spring that saw the light, was a burlesque 1 
tation on a quarrel between two reverend C 
iflts^ both of them dramatis persona in mi 

« Hob the Rhymer** ^Teloome to Yi^A^ayitax^Q 
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hr, I had a notion myself, that the piece had 
ae merit; bnt to prevent the worst, I gare a 
vy of it to a friend who was rery fond of such 
ngs, and told him that I could not guess who was 
; aathor of it, but that I thought it pretty clever. 
Lth a certain description of the clergy, as well as 
ty, it met with a roar of applause. Holy fTUlk^t 
•m^er next made its appearance, and alarmed the 
rk-session so much, that they held several meet- 
^ to look over their spiritual artillery, if haply 
y of it might be pointed against prophane rhy- 
era. Unluckily for me, my wanderings led me on 
other side, within point-blank shot of their hea- 
sst metal. This is the unfortunate story that 
we rise to my printed poem. The Lament, This 
IS a most melancholy affair, which I cannot yet 
ar to reflect on, and had very nearly given me one 

two of the principal qualifications for a place 
aong those who have lost the chart, and mistaken 
e reckoning of Rationality. I gave up my part of 
e fEum to my brother ; in truth it was only nomi- 
ily mine ; and made what little preparation was 

my power for Jamaica. But, before leaving my 
itbre country for ever, I resolved to publish my 
»em8. I weighed my productions as impartially 

was in my power : I thought they had merit ; 
id it was a delicious idea that I should be called a 
ever fellow, even though it should never reach 
y ears — a poor negro-driver; —or perhaps a vic- 
n to that inhospitable clime, and gone to the 
Drid of spirits ! I can truly say, that pauvrfs in^ 
nnu as I then was, I had pretty nearly as high an 
?a of myself and of my works as \ Yia.v^ ?X ^2t«kA 
went, when the public has decided V!i\\)tfiaxli«> 



vour. It erer via luyopiuion, Lhal Ihe mlata 
and bluDder», both in a raiional aod religimu p( 
of view, of which we see thousands daily guilt;, 
iwiog to their ignorance of themselvei. — Tohx 
myself, had been all along my constaDt study, 
weii^cd myself alone; 1 balanced myself n 
others ; I watched every means of infomiiltion 
see how much ground I occnpied as a man and i 
poet ; I studied waidoougly Nature's design tn 
formation— where the lights and shadet In 
character were Ititeodrd. I was pretty CDnfid 
my poems weuld meet with some applause ; but 
the wont, the roar of the Atlantic would dei 
the voice of censure, and the novelty ofWeat-IiK 
scenes make me forget neglect. I threw off 
hundred copies, of which I had got snbsertptl 
for about three hundred and lifty, — My vanity 
highly gralificd by the reception I met with f 
the public; and besides I pocketed, all expel 
deducted, nearly twenty pounds. This sum a 
very Hcasonably, as I was thinking of indenting 
■elf, for warn of money to procure my passage. 
soon as 1 was master of nine guineas, the prlc 
wafting me to Ihe torrid zone, 1 took a etee 
passage in the fint ship that was to sail from 
.Clyde; for 

I had been for some days scolking from co 
to covert, nnder all the terrors of a jail ; as ■ 
ill-advised people had uncoupled the mercUeM j 
of the law at my heels. I had taken the last I 
wel/of my few friends; m^ dw«. ■wmi mnjoe 
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■leasiire in Caledonia. The gloomy night is 
rkig fattf* when a letter from Dr. Blacklock 
'riend of mine overthrew all my schemeSy by 
ng new prospects to my poetic ambition, 
kictor belonged to a set of critics, for whose 
use I had not dared to hope. His opinion 
I would meet with encouragement in Edin- 
I for a second edition, fired me so much, that 
I posted for that city, without a single ac- 
itance, or a single letter of introdnction. The 
fol star that had so long shed its blasting in- 
oe in my zenith, for once made a revolntion to 
ladir ; and a kind Proiidence placed me under 
Mtronage of one of the noblest of men, the 
i»f Glencaim. Oablie moi. Grand Dieu, si ja- 
je I'oublie ! 

leed relate no farther. At Edinburgh t was 
new world-; I mingled among many classes of 
, but all of them new to me, and I was all at- 
on to catch the characters and the manners 
g as they rise. Whether I have profited, time 
dhow. ^ 

fy most respectful compliments to Miss W. 
▼ery elegant and friendly letter I cannot an- 
r at present, as my presence is requisite in Edin- 
ftk, and I set out to-morrow. 



1 the original letter to Dr. Moore, our poet de- 
bed his ancestors as " renting lands of the noble 
ths of Marischal, and as having had the houout 

* See Songs, 
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of Bharing their fote." *' I do not," oontlnnes be, 
'* use the word honour with any reference to politi- 
cal principles ; loyal and dUloyal, I take to be 
merely relative terms in Uiat ancient and fonni- 
dable court, known in this country by the name of 
Club-law, where the rigbt is idways with the 
strongest. But those who dare welcome ruin, and 
shake hands with infamy, for what they sincerely 
believe to be the cause of their God or their Ung, 
are, as Mark Antony says in Shakspeare of. Bru- 
tus and Cassius, honourable men. I mention this 
circumstance, because it threw my father on tlie 
world at large." 

XXVII. 

TO MR. WALKER. BLAIR OF ATHOL. 

Inverness, 5th Sept. 1787> 
My dear Sir, 
I HAVE just time to write the foregoing,* and to 
tell you that it was (at least most part of it] the 
eflFusion of a half-hour I spent at Bruar. I do not 
mean it was extempore, for I hare endeavoured to 
brush it up as well as Mr. N * * * 's chat, and the 
jogging of the chaise would allow. It eases my 
heart a good deal, as rhyme is the coin with whkh 
a poet pays his debts of honour or gratitude. Whit 
I owe to the noble family of Athol, of the first kind, 
I shall ever proudly boast : what I owe of the last, 
so help me God in my hour of need ! I shall oefT 
forget. 

• The Humble Petition of Bnuo-Water to the IHikt 
AtboJ, 
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The " little angel band ! " I declare I prayed for 
them very sincerely to-day at the Fall of Fyars. I 
shall nerer forget the fine family-piece I saw at 
Blidr ; the amiable, the truly noble duchess, with 
her smiling little seraph in her lap, at the head of 
the table : the lovely *' olive plants," as the He- 
brew bard finely says, round the happy mother; 
the beautiful Mi*s. G ♦ * ♦ ; the lovely, sweet Miss 
C* * *, &c. I wish I had the powers of Ouido to 
do them justice ! My lord duke's kind hospitality 
—markedly kind indeed ! Mr. G • • » of F • • •'s 
charms of conversation. Sir W. M * * ♦'s friend* 
ship. In short, the recollection of all that polite 
agreeable company rsuses an honest glow in my 
bosom. 



XXVIII. 

TO MR. GILBERT BURNS. 

Edinburgh, 17th Sept. 1787. 

My dear Brother, 
1 ARRIVED here safe yesterday evening, after a tour 
of twenty-two days, and travelling near six hundred 
miles, windings included. My farthest stretch was 
about ten miles beyond Inverness. I went through 
the' heart of the Highlands, by Crieff, Taymonth,, 
the famous seat of lord Breadalbane, down the Tay, 
among, cascades and Druidical circles of stones, to 
Dunkeld, a seat of the duke of Athol; thence 
cross Tay, and up one of bis tributary streams to 
Blair of Athol, another of the duke's aeato^ -wVvte 
; had the honour of upending nearly two A«^i^ nAi^ 

VOL, I, „ 



Cawdor, the ancient seat of Mi 
the identical bed in which, i 
Duncan was murdered : lastly, 
to Inverness. 

I returned by the coast, thn 

and so on, to Aberdeen ; thence 

! ! James Bumess, from Montrose 

^' I ment. I spent two days amon 

found our aunts, Jean and Is 

hale old women. John Caii 

same year with our father, wa 

can ; they have had several let 

New York. William Brand ij 

feUow : but further particulars 

I ! 1 which will be in two or three 

> my stages are not worth reheai 

from Ossian's country, where 
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have been tiying for a birth for William^ but am 
not likely to be successful. Farewell ! 

XXIX. 

TO THE EARL OF OLENCAIRN. 

My Lord, 
I KNOW your lordship will disapprove of my ideas 
la a request I am going to malte to you, but I hare 
weighed, long and seriously weighed, my situation, 
my hopes, and turn of mind, and am fully fixed to 
my scheme, if I can possibly effectuate it. I wish 
to get into the excise ; I am told that your lord- 
ship's interest will easily procure me the grant from 
the commissioners ; and your lordship's patronage 
and goodness, which have already rescued me from 
obscurity, wretchedness, and exile, embolden me 
to ask that interest. You have likewise put it in 
my power to save the little tie of home that shel- 
tered an aged mother, two brothers, and three sis- 
ters, from destruction. There, my lord, you have 
bound me over to the highest gratitude. 

My brother's farm is but a wretched lease; but I 
think he will probably weather out the remaining, 
seven years of it ; and, after the assistance which I 
have given, and will ^vc him, to keep the family 
together, I think, by my guess, I shall have rather 
better than two hundred pounds, and instead of 
seeking what is almost impossible at present to find, 
a ftirm that I can certainly live by, with so small a 
stock, I shall lodge this siim in a banking-house, a 
sacred deposit, excepting only the ca!i\ft o^ 'aii<^Q\si- 
mon diatrets or oecessitoos old age • « <ik % <ik « 
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memory, when they sat down with him seren days 
and seven nights, and spake not a word. 

I am naturally of a superstitious caist, and as soon 
as my wonder-scared imagination regained its con- 
sciousness, and resumed its functions, I cast about 
what this mania of yours might portend. My fore- 
boding ideas had the wide stretch of possibility ; 
aad several events, great in their magnitude, and 
important in their consequences, occurred to my 
idicf. The downfall of the conclave, or the crush- 
ing of the corls rumps ; a ducal coronet to lord 
George G * * *, and the Protestant interest, or 
St. Peter's keys, to * » * *. 

You want to know how I come on. I am just 
in statu quo, or, not to insult a gentleman with my 
Latin, in *' auld use and wont." The noble «arl of 
Glencaim took me by the hand to-day, and inter- 
ested himself in my concerns, with a goodness 
like that benevolent Being whose image he so richly 
bears. He is a stronger proof of the immortality of 
the soul than any that philosophy ever pixMluced. 
A mind like his can never die. Let the worshipful 
'squire H. L. or the reverend Mass J. M. go into 
their primitive nothing. At best they are but ill- 
digested lumps of chaos, only one of them strongly 
tinged with bituminous particles and sulphureous 
effluvia. But my noble patron, eternal as the heroic 
swdl of magnanimity, and the generous throb of 
benevolence, shall look on with princely eye at 
" the war of elements, the wreck of matter, and 
the crush of woMa** 



Sir, 

Mb. M'Kenxie, in Hanchline, my rerj wann i 
northjr frieod, has iufonned me how much jon i 
pleased to interest fonreelf in m; fote as a mi 
and (what to me i< incomparably dearer) my fai 
ai a poet. I have, air, ia one or two instaoo 
been patroalied by tbaiie of your character in li 
when I w«i introduced to their notice by • • ' 
friraida to them, and hotioored acquiuntance to n 
bntyou are the first ^ntleman in the country <riK 
)»eaeToleDee and goodness of heart has iotefesi 
him for me, unsolicited and unknown. 1 am i 
master enough of the etiquette of these matters 
know, nor did I stay to inqaire, whether fon 
dnty bade, or cokl propriety disallowed, my thai 
ipg yon in this manner, as 1 am convinced, fn 
Itie light in which you kindly riew me, that ] 
wiil do me the justice to believe this letter is i 
themancenrre of the needy, sharpinji author, &m 
ing on those in npper life who honour him wHI 
Uttle notice of him or his works. Indeed, the 
tnation of poets is genemlly snch, to a proTerfa, 
may, in some measure, palliate that prostitution 
heu^ and talents they have at times been gnilcy 
I do DOt think prodigality is, by any means, a i 
cessai7 concomitant of a poetic turn ; but I belii 
j9 earnest, ioiloleut inattention to economy, Is 
mont iaaeparable from it; then Okcie nmstv 
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the heart of every bard of Nature's makings a cer- 
tain modest sensibility, mixed with a kind of pride, 
that will ever keep him out of the way of those 
windfalls of fortune, which frequently light on 
hardy impudence and foot -licking servility. It is 
not easy to Imagine a more helpless state than his, 
whose poetic fancy unfits him for the world, and 
whose character as a scholar gives him some pre- 
tensions to the politesse of life— ^ yet is as poor as 
I am. 

For my part, I thank Heaven my star has been 
kinder ; learning never elevated my ideas above the 
peasant's shed, and I have an independent fortune 
at the plough-tail. 

I was surprised to hear that any one who pre- 
tended in the least to the manners of the gentleman y 
should be so foolish, or worse, as to stoop to tradnce 
the morals of such a one as I am ; and so inhumanly 
cruel, too, as to meddle with that late most unfor- 
tunate, unhappy part of my story. With a tear of 
gratitude I thank you, sir, for the warmth with 
which you interposed in behalf of my conduct. I 
am, I acknowledge, too frequently the sport of 
whim, caprice, and passion — but reverence to 
God, and integrity to my fellow-creatures, I hope 
I shall ever preserve. I have no return, sir, to 
make you for your goodness, but one — a return 
which, I am persuaded, will not be unacceptable— 
the honest warm wishes of a grateful heart for your 
happiness, and every one of that lovely flock who 
.stand to you in a filial relation. If ever Calumny 
aim the poisoned shaft at them may Friendship be 
by to wanJ the blow I 



Aftek bIx weeks' confinement, I am 
walk across Ihe room. Tbey hare be< 
tie weeks, anguish and low npirits nu 
to read, write, or think. 

I bare a hnndrcd tiuiea wished thi 
rewgn life ae an officer resigns a comm 
would not lake in any poor ignoranl 
itUing out. Lately I waa a sixpenny | 
God hnowB, a miseratile soldier euo 
march Co the campaign, a starving ca 
more conspicaonsly wretched. 

1 am ashamed of all this ; for thou) 
bravery for the warlare of life, 1 coal 
some other soldiers, to have aa mn 
or canning as to dissemble or conci 

Aa soon as I can bear the jonrney, w 
I mppoae, abont the middle of next t 
Edinburgh, and aoon after I shall pa; 
duty at Dnnlop-honse. 
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xxxni. 

EXTRACT OP A LETTER TO THE SAME. 

Edinlmi«h, ISth Feb. 17SB. 

B thiiigs in your late letters hint me: not that 
tap them, but that pou mistake me. Religion, 
honoured Madam, has not only been all my fife 
diief dependence, but my dearest enjoyment. 
eve indeed been the luckless victim of Wayward 
et: but, alas! I have ever been " more fool 
I lEnaYe." A mathematician without religion 
i |>robable character; an irreligiout poet is a 
uter. 



XXXIV. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP, 

MoMgiel, 7tli March, 1788. 
fADAM, 

E last paragraph in yours of the 30th February 
cted me most, so I shall begin my answer where 
. ended your letter. That 1 am often a sinner 
h any little wit I have, I do confess ; but 1 have 
ed my recollection to no purpose to find out 
en it was employed ag^nst you. I hate an 
generous sarcasm a great deal worse than I do 
s devil; at least, as Milton describes \i\m \ wDdi 
t^ I may be macally enough to \)e soiDJ^xoB»k 
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i -9 guilty of it myself, I cannot endure it in othen 

^1 You, my honoured friend, who cannot appear ii 






any light but you are sure of being respectsiUe- 

you can afford to pass by an occasioo to displa 

^ your wit, because you may depend for fame on yoa 

sense ; or if you choose to be silent, you know yoi 

can rely on the gratitude of many and the esteeo 

of all ; but, God help us who are wits or witling 

by profession, if we stand not for fame there, w 

sink unsupported! 

'^ I am highly flattered by the news you tell me c 

Coila.* I may say to the fair painter who does m 

[j so much honour, as Dr. Beattie says to Ross tb 

|] poet of his muse Scota, from which, by the bye, 

took the Jdea of Coila : (*Tls a poem of Beattie' 

in the Scots dialect, which perhs^ yon hav 

nerer seen.) 

" Ye shak your head, but o' my tegB, 
Ye've set old Scota on her l^s : 
Lang had she line wi' Iraffe and HegB, 

Bombai'd and dissie. 
Her fiddle wanted strings and pegs, 
Waes me, poor hissie V* 



h 

■V-- 

i 

■ i 



XXXV. 
TO MR. ROBERT CLE6HORN, 

Mau6hlme, Slst March, 1788. 

Yesterday, my dear sir, as I was riding throng] 
a track of melancholy, joyless mulrs, between Gal 

• A lady (daughter of Mrs. Dunlop) was making a pictui 
*^^ I^Qm the descriptioo of Coila in the Vision. 



BURNS'S LETTERS. 63 

loway and Ayrshire^ it being Sunday, I turned my 
thoaghts to psalms, and hymns, and spiritual songs ; 
and your favouritet air Captain Okean coming at 
length in my head, I tried these words to it. You 
will see that the first part of the tune must be re- 
peated.* 

I am tolerably pleased with these verses ; but, as 
I have only a sketch of the tune, I leave it with you 
to try if they suit the measure of the music. 

I am so harassed with care and anxiety about 
this farming project of mine, that my muse has 
degenerated into the veriest prose-wench that ever 
picked cinders or followed a tinker. When I am 
fairly got into the routine of business, I shall trou- 
ble yon with a longer epistle; perhaps with some 
queries respecting farming : at present, the world 
sits such a load on my mind, that it has effaced al- 
most every trace of the * * • ♦ in me. 

My very best compliments and good wishes to 
Mrs. Qeghom. 

XXXVI. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

M auchline, S8th April, 1788. 
MADAMy 

Your powers of reprehension must be great indeed, 
as I assure you they made my heart ache vnth peni- 
tential pangs, even though I was really not guilty. 
As I commence farmer at Whitsunday, you will 



• Here the Bard gives the flnt stanis of the Chevalier's 
Lament, 
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easily guess I must be pretty busy ! but that is not 
all. As I got the offer of the excise-business with- 
out solicitation ; and as it costs me only six months' 
attendance for instructions to entitle me to a com- 
mission, which commission Ues by me, and at any 
future period, on my ample petition, can, be resu- 
med ; I^thought five-and-thirtyjpounds a-year was no 
bad dernier resort for a poor poet, if fortune, in her 
jade triclcs, should kick him down from the little 
eminence to which she has lately helped him up. 

For this reason, I am at present attending theie 
instructions, to have them completed before Whit> 
Sunday. Still, madam, I prepared, with the sio- 
cerest pleasure, to meet you at the Mount, and 
came to my brother's on Saturday night, to set ottt 
on Sunday ; but for some nights preceding, I had 
slept in an apartment where jthe force of the winds 
and rains was only mitigated by being sifted through 
numberless apertures in the windows, walls, &c. la 
consequence, I was on Sunday, Monday, and part 
of Tuesday, unable to stir out of bed, with all the 
miserable effects of a violent cold. 

You see, madam, the truth of the French maxim 
Le vrai rCest pas tot^ours le vrai-semblable. Your 
last was so fall of expostulation, and was something 
so like the language of an offended friend, that I 
began to tremble for a correspondence which I had 
with grateful pleasure set down as one of the great- 
est enjoyments of my future life. 



Your books have delighted me : Virgil, Dryden, 
and Tasso, were aU equally strangers to me : bat of 
this more at large in my next. 
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XXXVII. 
TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART. 

Mauchline, M May» 1768. 

Sir, 
I BNCL08B joa one or two more of my bagatdlie&. 
If the fefFent wishes of honest gratitude have any 
mflQence with that great unknown Beings who 
frames the chRin of causes and events, prosperity 
and happiness will attend your visit to the Continent, 
and retnm yon safe to your native shore^ 

Wherever I am, allow me, sir, to claim it as ray 
privilege to acqusUnt you with my progress in my 
trade of rhymes ; as I am sure I could say it with 
tmth, that, next to my little fame, and the having 
it in my power to make life more comfortsible to 
those whom nature has made dear to me, I shall 
ever regard your countenance, your friendly good 
officer, as the most valued consequence of my late 
success in life. 

XXXVIII. 

EXTRACT OF A LETTER 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Mauchline, 4th May« 1788. 

Madam, 
Dryden's Virgil has delighted me. I do not know 
whether the critics will agree with me, \yQLX ii\A 
Geotipcs uretomeby far the best of Y\t^\\* \\.'v^» 
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indeed, a species of writing entirely new 
has filled my head with a thousand ianc 
lation : but, alas ! when I read the Ge 
then survey my own powers, 'tis like t] 
Shetland pony, drawn up by the side of j 
bred hunter, to start for the plate. I ov 
appointed in the iEneid. Faultless com 
please, and does highly please, the letti 
hut to that awful character I have not 1 
stant pretensions. I do not know whetl 
hazard my pretensions to be a critic o 
when I say, that I think Virgil, in man; 
a servile copier of Homer. If I had the 
me, I could parallel many passages w 
has endently copied, but by no mean 
Homer. Nor can I think there is any t 
owing to the translators ; for, from every 
seen of Dryden, I think him, in genius 
of language, Pope's master. I have i 
Tasso enough to form an opinion : in ; 
letter you shall have my ideas of him ; t 
conscious my criticisms must be very ina 
imperfect, as there I have «ver felt ai 
my want of leanung most. 

XXXIX. 

TO THE SAME. 

«rth 

Madam, 
I HAVE been torturing my philosophy to 
to account for that kind psutiality of yd 
unlike • » • • • • • 



-■•■<V 



— " 
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has followed me in my return to the shade of life, 
inth assiduous benevolence. Often did I regret, in 
the fleeting hours of my late Will-o'-Wisp appear- 
ance, that " here I had no continuing city ; " and, 
but for the consolation of a few solid guineas, could 
almost lament the time that a momentary acquaint- 
ance with wealth and splendour put me so much 
out of conceit with the sworn companions of my 
road through life, insignificance and poverty. 



There are few circumstances relating to the un- 
equal distribution of the good things of this life, 
that give me more vexation (I mean in what I see 
around me), than the importance the opulent be- 
stow on their trifling family affairs, compared with 
the very same things on the contracted scale of a 
cottage. Last afternoon I had the honour to spend 
an hour or two at a good woman's fireside, where 
the planks that composed the floor, were decorated 
unth a splendid carpet, and the gay table sparkled 
with silver and china. Tis noi^ ab<>ut term-day, 
and there has been a revolution among those crea- 
tures, who, though in appearance partakers, and 
equally noble partakers, of the same nature with 
madame, are from time to time, their nerves, their 
sinews, their health, strength, wisdom, experience, 
gemus, time, nay a good part of their very thoughts, 
sold for months and years, * * * ♦ • 
♦ • • not only to the necessities, the conveni- 
ences, but the caprices of the important few.* We 
talked of -the insignificant creatures ; nay, notwith- 

• Servants, in Scotland, are hired from term to tton ; 
a. e. from Whitsunday to Martinmas, dec. 
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Standing their general Btnpidity and rascality, 4id ^ 

some of the poor devils the faonoar to oommend ^ 

them. Bat, light be the turf upon his breast who ^ 
taught — ** Reverence thyself." We looked down 
on the unpolished wretches, their impertinent wives 

and clouterly brats, as the lordly boll does on the y 

little dirty ant-hill, whose puny inhabitants he ^ 
crushes in the carelessness of his ramble, or tossef 

in the air in the wantonness of his pride. . ^ 



XL. 
TO THE SAME, 

EUidand, IStfa Junc^ ITBS. 

«* Where'er I roam, whatever realms I lee. 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to t^ee; 
Still to my friend it turns with ceaseless pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthen'd diain.** 

OOLDSMITH. 

This Is the second day, my honoured Mend, that 1 
have been on my farm. A solitary inmate of an old 
smoky Spence; far from every object I love, or by 
whom I am beloved ; nor any acquaintance older 
than yesterday, except Jenny Geddes, the old mare 
I ride on : while uncouth cares and novel plans 
hourly insult my awkward ignorance and bashful in- 
experience. TTiere is a foggy atmosphere native to 
my soul in tfafe hour of care, consequently the dreary 
objects seem larger than the life. Extreme sensi- 
bility, irritated and prejudged on the gioomy dde' 
by a series of misfortunes and disappointBients^ at 
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riKt period of my existence when the soul is lading 
I her cargo of ideas for the voyage of life, is, I be- 
eve, the principal cause of this unhappy frame of 
und. 

'* The valiant, in hinudf, what can he sufller ? 
Or what need he r^ard his sifigle woes ? " Sec 

Your surmise, madam, is just ; I am indeed a 
husband. 



I found a once much-loved and still much-loved 
fismale, literally and truly cast out to the mercy of 
the naked elements ; but as I enabled her to pur- 
thate a shelter ; and there is no sporting with a 
rellow-creatnre's happiness or misery. 

The most placid good-nature and sweetness of 
iisposition ; a warm heart, gratefully devoted with 
ill its powers to love me ; vigorous health and 
uprightly cheerfulness, set off to the best advantage 
jy a more than commonly handsome figure ; these, 
'. think, in a woman, may make a good wife, though 
ihe should never have read a page but the Scriptures 
if the Old and New Testament, nor have danced in 
i brighter assembly than a penny-pay wedding. 



XLI. 

EXTRACT FROM HIS COMMON-PLACfi BOOK. 

Ellisland, Sunday, 14th June, 1788. 
[^is is now the third day that I have been in this 
onntry. * Lord, what is man !' What a bustling 



1 am such a cowtird It: 
(bat I nould ulmost « 
Adam, '' glndly lay me . 

But a mfe and child™ 
the xtreatD, till some snd 
silly veisel ; or lu the 1 
omn crazioess reduce it t 
1« those iho 

wit and hnmnnr, are at 
with the predoua cnirenl 
poisoning Che whole, that 
f Aa teaier ii nauflit and t. 
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t 

Joined their warmest raffrages, their most 
rftil solicitatkniSy with a rooted attachment, to 
the step I have taken. Nor hare I any reason 
r part to repent it. — ^I can fancy how, but have 
seen where, I could have made a better choice. 
!, then, let me act np to my favourite motto, 
l^orions passage in Young—- 

* On reason build resolve. 
That column of true nuyetty in man ! ' 



XLII. 

TO MR. P. HILL, 
r DEAR HllX. 

Aix say nothing at all to your mad present 
n have long and often been of important ser* 
to me, and I suppose you mean to go on con- 
Dg obligations until I shall not be able to lift 
ny face before you. In the mean time, as sir 
ir de Coyerley, because it happened to be a cold 
in which he made his will,- ordered his ser- 
8 great coats for mourning, so, because I have 
. this week plagued with an indigestion, I have 
you by the carrier a fine old ewe-milk cheese, 
digestion is the devil : nay, 'tis the devil and 
it besets a man in every one of his senses. I 
my appetite at the sight of successful knavery, 
sicken, to loathing at the noise and nonsense 
df.important folly. When the hollow-hearted 
xh takes me by the hand, the feeling spoils my 
ter ; the proud man's wine so oflends my palate 
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good thing, but when thrown at a man in a 
rj, it does not at all improve his figure, not to 
t&on the irreparable loss of the egg. 
J facetioos friend, D * * * r, I would wish also 
5 a partaker; not to digest his spleen, for that 
inghs off; but to digest his last night's wine at 
last field-day of the Crochallan corps.* 
mUDg our common friends, I must not forget 
of the dearest of them, Cunningham. The 
aUty, insolence, and selfishness of a world un- 
tby (^ having such a fellow as he is in it, I know 
cs in his stomach ; and if you can help him to 
thing that will make him a little easier on that 
e, it vdll be very obliging, 
jtohonest J * • • S » * * *e,he is such a con- 
ed happy man, that I know not what can annoy 
1, except perhaps he may not have got the bet- 
of a parcel of modest anecdotes which a certain 
t gave him one night at supper, the last time 
said poet was in town. 

hough I have mentioned so many men of law, 
aU have nothing to do with them professedly. — 
t ftcnlty are beyond my prescription. As to their 
%t», that is another thing; God knows, they 
3 much to digest ! « 

he dergy I pass by ; their profundity of erudi- 
i, and their liberality of sentiment ; their total 
It of pride, and their detestation of hypocrisy, 
to proverbially notorious as to place them far, 
ibove either my praise or censure, 
was going to mention a man of worth, whom I 
e the honour to call friend, the laird- of Craig- 

* A dub of choiee spirit*. 
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, and a stranger interraeddleth uot there* 
' The repository of these " sorrows of the 
y" Is a kind of sanctum sanctorum : and 'tis 
A chosen friend, and that too at particular 
d times, who dares enter into them. 

«* HeaTCn oft tears the bosom diords 
That nature finest strung." 

•a will excuse this quotation for the sake of the 
or. Instead of entering on this subject farther, 
dl transcribe you a few lines I wrote in a her- 
ge belongiug to a gentleman in my Nithsdale 
ibourhood. They are almost the only favours 
Duses have conferred on me in that country. 

** Thou whom dianoe may hither lead." 

See Poems, 

Qce I am in the way of transcribing, the foi- 
Dg were the production of yesterday as I jogged 
1^ the wild hills of New Cumnock. I intend 
ting them, or something like them, in an epistle 
I going to write to the gentleman on whose 
dsbip my excise-hopes depend, Mr. Graham of 
rj, one of the worthiest and mostjaccomplished 
£inen, not only of this country, but I will dare 
ij it, of this age. The following are just the 
crude thoughts '' unhousel'd, unanointed, un- 
alU" 



y the tuneful rouses' helpless train : 

ak, timid landsmen on life's stormy main : 

» worid wen bieat, did bliss on them de^T)4\ 

fibaf'tbe Meadly e'er should wast a tossA^r 
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I 

The little £ate bestows they share as soon ; 
Unlike sage, proverVd, wisdom's hardrwnu^ boon. 
Let prudence number o'er eadi sturdy son 
Who life and wisdom at one race b^gun ; 
Who fed by reason, and who ^ye by rule; 
(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fool 1) 
Who make poor will do wait upon J tJuuid; 
We own they're prudent^ but who owns they're good? 

Ye wise ones, hence I ye hurt the social eye I 
God's image ruddy etch'd on base alloy I 
But come 

Here the muse left me. I am astonished at iM 
yon tell me of Anthony's writing me. I never re- 
ceived it. Poor fellow ! you vex me mnch bj 
telling me that he is nnforlnnate. I shall be la 
Ayrshire ten days from this date. I have just room 
for an old Roman farewell ! 

XLIV. 

TO THE SAME. 

Maudiline, 10th August, 1788. 

My much honoured friend. 
Yours of the 24th Jnne is before me. I iband it, 
as well as another valued friend — my wife, wait- 
ing to welcome me to Ayrshire : I met both with 
the sincerest pleasure. 

When I write you, madam, I do not sit down to 

answer every paragraph of yours, by echoing every 

sentiment, like the faithful Commons of Great Bri- 

tain in Parliament assembled, answering a speech 

from the best of kiogsl 1 e9qpice«&m>i«i^VBLiOHt 
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falness of iny heart, and may perhaps be guilty of 
neglecting some Of your kind inquiries ; bat not, 
from your very odd reason, that I do not read your 
letters. All your epistles for several months have 
cost me nothing, except a swelling throb of grati- 
tude, or a deep-felt sentiment of veneration. 

Mrs. Bums, madam; is the identical woman - 

When she first found herself as women wish to be 
who love their lords," as 1 loved her nearly to dis- 
traction^ we took steps for a private marriage. Her 
parents got the hint ; and no^ only forbade me her 
company and the house, but, on my runioured 
West-Indian voyage, got a warrant to pnt me inr 
jail till I Should find' security in my about-to-be 
paternal rdation. You know my lucky reverse of 
fortune. On my eclatant return to Mauchline, I 
was made very welcome to visit my girL The usual 
consequences began to betray her ; and as I was at 
that time laid up a cripple in Edinburgh, she was 
turned, literally turned out of doors : and I wrote 
to a friend to shelter her till my return, when our^ 
marriage was declared. Her happiness or misery 
were in my hands ; and who could ti'ifle with such 
a deposit ? 

• •••••• 

I can easily fancy a more agreeable companion 
for my journey of life, but, upon my honour, I have 
never seen the individual instance. 



Gircamstanced as I am^ I could nevei li^'v^ %<[A.^ 
femaJe partner for life, who could Yiave euXex^ Vdl\a 



'■^Sh'"' 'dr*' i»^;r '"»"■ 
'"•■ to 4 S""°' ttw* "."S?- "^ « "» 



xtv. 
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" Wby droopt my heart with fanned woei forlorn ? 
Why iUikc my loul beneath each wintry iky f** 



Ij increasing cares in this, as yet, strange conn- 
—gloomy conjectures in the dark vista of fhtn- 
— consdousness of my own inability for the 
iggle of the world — my broadened marlc to Ikiis- 
nne in a wife and children ; — I could indulge 
se reflections, till my humour should ferment 
» the most acid chagrin, that would corrode the 
f thread of life. 

'o counterwork these baneful feelings, I have sat 
m to write to you ; as I declare upon my soul, I 
ays find that the most sorereign balm for my 
mded spirit. ^ 

was yesterday at Mr. **♦ *s to dinner, for the 
t time. My reception was quite to my mind : 
a the lady of the house, quite flattering. She 
tetimes hits on a couplet or two, impromptu. She 
2ated one or two to the admiration of all present, 
suffrage, as a professional man, was expected : I 
once went agonizing over the belly of my con- 
nce. Pardon me, ye, my adored household 
8 — Independence of Spirit, and Integrity of 
1 ! In the course of conversation, Joknson*i 
Heal Museum^ a collection of Scottish songs 
ti the music, was talked of. We got a song on 
harpsichord, beginning, 

" Raving winds around her blowing.* 

SeeJIra^t. 

w Mir was much admireA : tbelttd^ oi l\i«\iO«Ht 
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— they are Indeed my very best verees :" abe tool 
not the smalleat notice of them ! The old Scottid 
proverb says nelJ, "king's csff is better than itiiel 
folk's com.'' InasgoiDg to makeaNenTenamai 
quotatioa about " casting pearls ;" but that nanli 
be too vimlenl, for the lady ia acluaUy a woman d 
sense and taste. 



After all that lias beeovsaid on the otber ^de o 
the question, man ia by no means a happy creatmt 
I do not speali of the selected few, faronred b 
partial hearen ; whose souls are tuned tu ^adstti 
amid riehes and honours, and prndetice and irii 
dom. I speak of the neglected many, whose nervn 
whose sinews, whose days, are sold to the rainlcl] 
of fortune. 

If I thought you had never seen it, I wonld treti 
scribe for yon a stanza of an old Scottish baUad 
called Tie Lift and Agt of Man ; beginning thus 

" *Twu In the tixtevnlh huBdn yor 



I had an old grand-ancle, with whom my moihe 
lived a while in her girlish years ; the good oli 
man, for such he was^was long blind ere he died 
duiing which time, his highest eqjoyment was t 
sit down and cry, while my mother would siiig th 
simple old song of The Life and Age ofMait, 

It Im Ibis way of thinking, it is these melinchol 
tratbt, that taake reUgtoiLtovicicunsVa'CDK v* 
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miserable children of men •^ if it is a mere phan- 
tom, existing only Iq the heated imagination of 
enthntiasm, 

" WliAt truth on earth so precious as the lie ?" 

Aly idle reasomngs sometimes make me a little 
sceptical, but the necessities of my heart always 
give the cold philosophisings the lie. Who looks 
for the heart weaned from es^h. ; the soul affianced 
to her God ; the correspondence -fixed with heaven ; 
the pious supplication and devoat thanksgiring, 
constant as the idcissitudes of even and morn ; who 
thinks to meet with these in the court, the palace, 
in the glare of public life ? No : to find them in 
their precious importance and divine efficacy^ we 
must search among the obscure recesses' t>f disap- 
pointment, affliction, poverty, and distress. 

I am sure, dear madam, you are now more than 
pleased with the length of my letters. I return to 
Ayrshire middle of next week : and it quickens my 
pace to think that there will be a letter from you 
waiting me there. 1 must be here again very soon 
for my harvest. 

XLVr. 
to r. graham, esq. op fintry. 

Sir, - 
When I had the honour of being introduced to 
you at Athol-house, I did not think so soon of 
asking a favour of you. When Lear, in Shaks^^eare^ 
a$lrs old Kent why he wished to be m\ivb%crrvK.<^) 
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he answers, '' Because you have that, in yotir fa 
which I cotdd like to call master." For soi 
such reason, sir, do I now soUcit your patronaf 
You know> I dare say, of an application I lat< 
made to your Board to be admitted an office 
exdse. I Save, according to form, been examio 
by a supervisor, and to-day I gave in his certifica 
with a request for an order for instructions. In tl 
afffur, if I succeed, I am afraid I shall but too mv 
need a patronising friend. Propriety of conduct 
a man, and fidelity and attention as an oflker 
dare engage for ; but with any thing like buslne 
except manual labour, I am totally unacquainted 

I htid intended to have closed my late i^pearti 
on the stage of life in the character of a count 
farmer ; but, after discharghig some filial and £ 
temal daims, I find L could only fight for existei 
in that miserable manner, which I have lived to : 
throw a venerable parent into the jaws of a ja 
whence death, the poor man's last and often I 
friend, rescued him. 

I know, sir, that to need your goodness is toh 
a claim on it : may I therefore beg your patroni 
to forward me in this afiair, till I be appointed 
a division, where, by the help of rigid econom} 
will try to support that independence so dear to 
soul, but which has been too often so distant fr 
my situation. 

** When Nature her great master-piece deugn'd.** 

SeePifcm 
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XLVII. 

TO MR^ PETER HILL. 

Mauchline, lit October, 1788. 
1 HAVE been here in this country about three days, 
and all that time my chief reading has been the 
" Address to Loch-Lomdnd/' you were so obliging 
as to send to me. Were I impannelled one of the 
author's jury to determine his criminality respecting 
the sin of poesy, my verdict should be *' guilty ! A 
poet of Nature's making." It is an excellent method 
for impFOvement, and what I believe every poet 
does, to place some favourite classic author, in his 
own walks of study and composition, before him as 
a models Though your author had hot mentioned- 
the name, I could have, at half a glance, guessed his 
model to be Thomson. Will my brother-poet for- 
give me, if I venture to hint, that his imitation of 
that immortal bard is, in two or three places, ra- 
ther more servile than such a genius as his required. 
— tf.^. 

To soothe the madding jpaanons all to peace. 

Address. 

To Boothe the throbbing paaiions into peace. 

TTiomson. 

1, think the Address is, in simplicity, harmony, 
and elegance of versification, fully equal to the 
Seasons. Like Thomson, too, he has looked into 
nature for himself ; you meet with no co^veA. ^<t- 
xnptioD, One particular criticism 1 maAfc «X tixvx 
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leaSag; in no one instance baa be said too mi 
He never flags in hia pragresB, but, like a tne | 
of Nature's making, kindlei in hie coone. Hit 
ginning U umple and modest, ai if digtmatfii 
the atrength of his pinioo ; only, 1 do not allogel 
like— 

Ubx foul oT enry nag tlufi doUt gtmt.^ 
Fiction is the soul- of mm; r song that is n 
great. Perliapt I am wrong : this m^ be b 
prose-criticiBm. Is not the pbrue. Id Ihie 7, ] 
6, " Gtcat lake," too mncli vnlgariied liy'er 
day laugaage, for so sablime a poent > 

" GiMt inau of ntoi, (bone tot nobbi aoag,' 

is pertiaps tut emeodaitou. His mnmeration 
comparison with other lakes is at once barmon 
and poetic. Every readei's ideas most sweep tb 



'Die perspective that follows m 
imprisoned billows beating in fain — the tfoi 
isles — the digression on the yew-tree—;" Ben 
mond's lofty clond-envelop'd head," &c., are b 
tiful. A thunder-stoim Is a snbjed wbich baa 
often tried i yet our poet, in his grand pictnre, 
inteijected a clrctunstance, so br as I know, 
tirely original i 



In liis prefoce to the Storm, "The glens, 
dark between !" to noble highland landscape I 
" i!au plongbing the red mould," too, is beauti 
bncied, Ben-Lam<»id'e " lofty pathless top," 
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good expreiisioii ; and the surroanding Wew from it 
it truly great ; the 

"SUvermkt 
Beneath the beaming tun,** 

13 well described ; and here he has contrired to en- 
li?en his poem with a little of that passion which 
bids £Eur, I tldnlc, to usurp the modem muses alto- 
gether. 1 know not how far this episode is a beauty 
upon the whole; but the swain's wish to carry 
*' some faint idea of the idsion bright," to enter- 
tain her ** partial listemng ear/' is a pretty thought. 
But, in my opinion, the most beautiful passages in 
the whole poem are the fowls crowding, in wintry 
frosts, to- Loch-Lomond's '' hospitable flood/' thdr 
wheeling round, their lighting, mixing, diving, 
&c^ and the glorious description of the sportsman. 
This last is equal to any thing in the Seasons, The 
idea of ** the floating tribes distant seen, far glis- 
tering to the moon," provoking his eye as he is 
obliged to leave them, is a noble ray of poetic ge- 
nius. ** The howling winds," the '' hideous roar" 
of *' the white cascades," arie all fn the same style. 

I forget that, while I am thus holding forth, with 
the heedless warmth of an enthusiast, I am periiaps 
tiring you vrith nonsense. I must, however, men- 
tion, that the last verse of the sixteenth page Is one 
of the most elegant compliments I have ever seen. 
I must likewise notice that beautiful paragraph-, be* 
ginning, *' The gleaming lake," &c. I dare not go 
into the particular beauties of the two last para- 
graphs, but they are admirably flue, and truly Os- 
sianic. > 

I must beg yonr pardon for this . lengthened 

f2 
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scrawl. I Had no idea of it wheu I begu 
like to know who the author is ^ but, i 
be, please present him with my gratefiU 
th^ entertainment he has afforded me.* 
A friend of mine desired me to com: 
him two books. Letters on the Religion 
Man, a book yon sent me before ; and, 
Uumaskedf or the PhUotcpher the grea 
Send me tiiem by the first opportunity, 
yon sent me is truly elegant. I only wish 
in two Yolnmes. 

XLVIII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP, AT MOREHAM 1 

MftiiGhUne, 13tk ] 
Madam, 
I HAD the very great pleasure of dimng 
yesterday. Men are said to flatter wom> 
they are weak ; if it is so, poets most 
still; for Misses R. and K., and Misi 
with their flattering attentions and art 
ments, absolutely turned my head. I ov 
not lard me over as many a poet does 
• •••«•«««• but t 

toxicated me with their sly insinuations a 
inuendoes-of compliment, that if it hac 
for aJlucky recollection, how much additU 

* Th« poem* entitled. An Addrtu to Lodt 
Mid to be written by a gentleiiuui, now one of tl 
dwHiglkHidiootatE^Bitbiiigh; and the same wl 
the beftutlAiI itory of the Paria, aa pubUihed 1 
Dr.., ■ 
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and lustre yonr f^ood oinnion and friendship most 
give me in that circle^ I had certainly looked upon 
myself as a person of no small conseqnence. I dare 
not say one word how much I was chamked with 
the Major's friendly welcome, elegant manner, and 
acute remark, lest I should be thought to balance 
my orientalisms of applause <^ver against the finest 
quey* in Ayrshire, which he made me a present of 
to help and adorn my form-stock. As it was on 
Hallow-day, I am determined annually, as that day 
returns, to decorate her horns with an ode Of grati- 
tude to the fEunily of Dunlbp. 

So soon as I know of your arrival at Dunlop, I 
will take the first conveniency to dedicate a day, or 
perhaps two, to you and friendship, under the gua- 
rantee of the Major's hos[HtaUty. There will be 
soon three score and ten miles of permanent di- 
stance between us ; and now that your friendship 
and friendly correspondence is entwisted with the 
heart-strings of my ei^oyment of life, I must in- 
dulge myself in a hi^>py day of '' The i&at.of reason 
and the flow of souL" 

XLIX. 

TO • • • • • 



Sir, 
Notwithstanding the opprobrious e[^thets with 
which some of our philosophers and gloomy secta- 

• Utifier. 
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ries ha?e branded our nalare-^the -principie of vid- 
venal fldfishDeu, the proneness to all evil, Hbei 
have gWen us ; still the detestation in which inht- 
manity to the distressed, or insolence to the fidiei» 
are held by all manlcind, shows that they are not 
natives of the human heart. Even the nnhap|if 
partner of oar kind, who is undone, the bitter con- 
sequence of his follies or his crimes ; — who- bnt 
sympathises with the miseiies of this mined profli- 
gate brother? we forget the injuries, and fed for 
the man. 

I went, last Wednesday to my parlsh-cfauidi, 
most cordially t({ join in grateful acknowledgments 
to the Author of all Good, for the consequent 
blessings of the glorious Revolution. To that au- 
spicious event we owe no less than our liberties, 
civil and religious : to it we are likewise indebted 
for the present Royal Family, the ruling features of 
whose administration have ever been mildness to 
the subject, and tenderness of his rights. 

Bred and educated in revolution principles, the 
principles of reason and common sense, it could 
not be any silly poUtical prejudice which made my 
heart revolt at the harsh, abusive manner in which 
the reverend gentleman mentioned the House of 
Stuart,, and which, I am afraid, was too much the 
language of the day. We may rejoice saffldently 
in our deliverance from past erils, without cruelly 
raking up the ashes of those whose misfortune It 
was, perhaps as much as their crime, to be the sn- 
thors of those erils ; and we may bless God for aU 
his goodness to us as a nation, without, at the same 
time, cursing a few ruined, powerless exiles, who 
only harboured ideas, and made attempts, that moat 
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<»f US would bsre done bad we* been in their sitii- 

'^Tlie bloody and tyrannicai Honse of Stnarfy" 
najr be said with propriety and justice, when com- 
ptnd with the present Royal Family, and the sen- 
timents of onr days ; bat is there do allowance to be 
made for the manners of the times ^ Were the 
royal contemporaries of the Stuarts more attentive 
to their subjects' rights ? Might not the epithets of 
" bloody and tyrannical" ' be, with at least equal • 
jnstke, applied to the House of 'Fudor, of Yoirk, or' 
any other of their predecessors? ' 

The simple state of the case, $ir, seems to. be 
this:— At that period, the science of government, 
the knowledge of the true relation between king and 
soijtject, was, like other sciences and other know- 
ledge, just ill its infancy, emerging from dark ages 
of ignorance and barbarity. 

Tlie Stuarts only contended for prerogatives 
which they knew their predecessors enjoyed, and 
which Aey saw their contemporaries ei^o>ing ; but 
these prerogatives were inimical to the happiness 
of a nation and the rights of subjects. 

In this contest between prince and people, the 
consequence of that light of science which had 
lately dawned over Europe, the monarch of France, 
for example, was victorious over the struggling li- 
berties of his people : with us, luckily, the mon- 
arch failed, and his unwarrantable pretensions fell 
a sacrifice to our rights and happiness. Whether, it 
was owing to the wisdom of leading indiriduals, or 
to the jnstling of parties, I cannot pretend to deter- 
mine; but likewise, happily for us, the kingly 
power was shifted into another brancli of the family. 
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who, as they owed the throne solely to tlie etll 
free people, conid claim nothii^ iDCooBistent ' 
Ibe corenBiited temu whidi placBd tbem tbtn. 

The Stuaria h&re been coDdemned and 1mi| 
at ^r the folly uid impractlcatdlitf of thdr attei 
in 1715 and 1745. That the; MIed, I bhM C 
but canitot join In tbe ridtcnle against them. 1 
does not know that the abilities or defecti of le« 
and commandere arc often hidden, antil pnt ti 
tonchitotie of ex^jenrr ; and that there is a ca] 
of fbrtone, an omnipotence in puticnlar occit 
and coqjunctnres of drenmstanca, Which exalt 
heroes, or brand ns as madmai, Just as tbej ar 
or agtdnst ns ? 

Man, Mr. Publisher, is a strange, wcali, in 
ristmt being : who would believe, sir, that In 
o«r Angostan age of liberality and refines 
while we Beem so josdy sensible and jealous ol 
rights and liberties, and aidmated with sncti 
dIgnatloD against the very memory of those 
would have snbrerted them — that a cert^ pi 
under onr national prolection, should con^latoi 
against onr monarch and a few famnrite adri 
tat againet our whole legislativb body, fa 
milar oppression, and almost in the very Bamete 
as onr fbre-flithen did of the Hoose of Sti 

cause, bnt I dare say the American Congresi 
1776, will be allowed tobeasableandssenlighti 
as the English Convention was In IGSS ; and 
their posterity will celebrate the centenary of 1 
deliTcrance from us, as duly and sincerely as w 
ours &om the oppresstve measarea of the wr 
beaded House of Sfuart, 
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To conclude^ Sir : let every man who has a tear 
for the many miseries incident to humanity, fetrl 
fiar a faiiuly illustrious as any in Europe, and un- 
foftonate beyond historic precedent ; and let erer}' 
Briton (and particularly every Scotsman), who ever 
looked with reverential pity on the dotage of a pa- 
vat, cast a veil cfvtr the fatal mistakes of the kings 
ofhiiforefiithen.* 

L. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 17th Dec. 1788. 

My dear honoured Friend, 
Yours, dated Edinburgh, which I have just read, 
makes me very unhappy. *' Almost blind, and 
wholly deaf," are melancholy news of human na- 
ture ; but when t<dd of a much-loved and honoured 
friend, they carry misery in the sound. (Goodness 
00 your pfut, and gratitude on mine, begain a tie, 
wfaidi has gradually and strongly entwisted itself 
aBumg the dearest cords of my bosom ; and I trem- 
ble at the omens of your late and present ailing 
habit and shattered health. You miscalculate 
matters vridely, when you forbid my viraiting on 
yoo, lest it should hurt my worldly concerns. My 
small scale of farming is exceedingly more simple 
and easy than what you have lately seen at More- 
ham Mains. But be that as it may, the heart of the 

*Thii letter .was lent to the publisher of some news- 
pipcr, proteUy the publisher of the Edinburgh Evening 
Courant, 
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man, and the fancy of the poet, are the two grand | 
considerations for which 1 live s i/ miry ridges aad | 
dirty dangtiiils are to engroM th« best part of the i 
f uucliouB of my soul immortal, I had better been a 
rook or a magpie at ooce, and then I should not 
hare been plagued with any idea snperioF to bfeak- , 
ing of clods,' and picking up grubs: not to mtatioB 
barn-door cocks or mallards, creatures ^th which 
I could almost exchange lives at any time — If you 
continue so deaf, I am affidd a vidt will be of no 
great pleasure to either of us { but if I hear you are 
got so well again as to be Able to relish conver- 
sation, look you to it. Madam, for 1 will make my 
threatemugs good. I am to be at the new-year-day 
fair of Ayr, and, by all that Is sacred in the word 
Friend ! I toiil come and see you. 

Your meeting, which you so well describe, with 
your old school-iellow and friend, was truly inter- 
esting. Out upon the ways of the world! — They 
spoil these '' social offsprings of the heart." Two 
veterans of the '* men of the world*' would have 
met with little more heart-workings than two old 
hacks worn out on the road. A-propos, is not the 
Scotch phrase, " Auld lang syne," exceedingly ex- 
pressive. — There is an old song and tune which 
has often thrilled through my souL , You know I am 
an enthusiast in old Scotch songs : I shall give yon 
the verses on the other sheet, as I suppose Mr. Kerr 
will save you the postage.* 

f *t Should auki sffliuainfan— be iarfpit.'' 

SeeSongt* 
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bt be the tnrf on the breast of the Heaven- 
sdfoet who composed this gloriouirfiragment ! 
Is more of the fire of native genius in it than 
» doten of modem English Bacchanalians. 
I am on my hobby-horse, I cannot help in- 
f two other old stanzas which please me 
By. 

Go fetch to me a pint b* wine* 

An' fill it in a ulver tassie; 
That I may drink, before! go, 
^ A lenrice to my bomnie lauie : 
The boat rocks at the i^er o* Leith; 

Fn' loud the wind blawi firae the ferry ; 
The shq[) rides by the Berwick-law, 

Ai^ I maun lea'e my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, tiie banners fly. 
The glittering spears ^ure ranked ready; 

The shouts o* war are heard afar. 
The battle doses thick and Uoody I 

But it's not the roar o' sea or shore 
. Wad make me langer wish to tarry; 

Nor shouts o' war that* s heard afar ; 
Itft leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 

LI, 
TO MISS DAYIES, 

nmg Ladff who had heard he had been fnakhtf^ 
a BaUad on her, enclosing that Battad,) 

December, 1788. 
DAM, 

»ER8TAND my very worthy neighbour, Mr. Rid- 
i«a informed yon that I have made you the 



lU BUB 

aubjtct of tome Tereu. There a ■omethlng M pi 
rokiug la (he idea of being the bnrdeD of k baUi 
thM I do DOt thinli Job or Motei, thrpogh a 
pMlemi of patience and meekness, could ha>c 
■tated the curiosity (o Icdow what that ballad w; 
*o my worthy friend haa done me a mischief, wU 
1 dare say, he never Intended ; and reduced me 
the unfoiitnnate altemative of leaving ytmr cniia 
nogTBtified, or etxe dUgutti^ yon with tod 
verses, the ncfinislied prodocdon of a random i 
ment, and nerer meant to hare met your ear. 
have beard or read somewhere of a geDtleman i 
had some genius, much eccentricity, and very c 
riderable deileritf with bis peocil. In the a 
dental gronp of life Into which one is thro 
wherever this gentleman met with a cbaiacter ' 
more tbao ordinary degree congenial to his be 
he used to steal a sketch of the face, merely, a' 
x^d, as a nofa bent to point out the agreeable re 
lecllon to his memory. What this . gentlemi 
pencil was to him is my mnse to me : and 
veraes I do myself the honour to send you 
a, memet^a exactly of the same kind that he 
dnlged In. 

It may be more owing to the faatidionsneM of 
caprice, than the delicacy of my taste, but I an 
i^n Ured, disgasled, and hurt, with the Im 
djty, alTectatlon, and pride of mankind, that w 
I meet with a person " after my own heart," I 
eltively feel what ai) orthodox Protestant w( 
call a species of idotetry , which acts on my fi 
lilie inspiration; and I can no more desist rhyn 
Ml the impulse, than an Eolian harp can refnit 
tones to the streaming ur. A distich or two w< 
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be the conseqaence, though the object which hit 
my fancy were gray-bearded age: bat where my 
theme 10 youth and beaaty, a young lady whose 
personal ciianng, wit, and sentimeat, are equally 
striking and unaffected^ by heayens 1 though I had 
Ihed threescore years a married man, and three- 
score years before I was a married man, my imagi- 
nation wonld hallow the very idea ; and I and truly 
sorry that the enclosed stanzas have done such poor 
justice to such a subject. 

LII. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, New- Year-Day Moinuig. . 

This, dear Madam, is a morning of wishes ; and 
would to God that I came under the apostle James's 
description ! — the proper of a righteous man avaii* 
eth much. In that case. Madam, you should wel- 
come in a year full of blessings : every thing that 
obstructs or disturbs tranquillity and self^enjoyment, 
should be removed, and every pleasure that frvXL 
humanity can taste should be yours. I own myself 
80 little a Presbyterian, that I approve of set times 
and seasons of more than ordinary acts of devotion, 
for breaking in on that habituated routine of life 
and thought which is so apt to reduce our existence 
to a kind of instinct, or even sometimes, and with 
some mindSy to a state very little superior to n^re 
machinery. 

This day, the first Sunday of May, a breezy 
Uue-skled noon^ some time a^nt the beginning. 
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BUd a hoary maraing aiid caloi mnny day about 
end of MttamQ; — these, time oat of mind, 
been with me a Icind of hoUda;. 



I beliere 1 owe this to tbat glorions paper In 
Spectator, "The Viuon of Mirzai" a piece 
Ktnich m; foung faocr before I was capable o1 
ing an idea to a word of three syllables, " Ol 
5th day of (he moon, which, accordioi; lo the 
tom of my forefuhent, I alwajB ieep holi/, 
hstins washed myself and offered ap my didi 
dei-otions, 1 ascended the high bill of Bagdi 
order to pass the rest of the day in meditatioi 

We know nothing, or next to nothing, o 
substance or slnictnre of oar souls, so canno 
conut for those seeming caprices in them, thai 
should be porticolarly pleased with this thlni 
struclc with thai, nliidi, on minds of a dlB 
CMt, makes no eKtraordinary imprcMiaii. 1 
■ome &TODrite flowers in spring, anumg whlc 
the mount^D-daisy, the baie-bell, the foi-f 
the wild-briar rose, the budding bircb, anr 
bottry hawthorn, that I ■Aen and hang over 
particnlar delight. I never bear the load lo 
whtotle of the curlew in a inmmernooii,or thi 
mixing cadence of a troop of grey plorers Id a 
tnmnal morning, wit hout feelh^ an elevation ol 
like tbe enthnsiasni of derotioo or poetry. Td 
my dear fiiend, to what can this be owing. Ai 
a piece of machinery, which, like the E<^an 1 
piBBire, takes the impression of the passing 
dent } Or du thcae workings argue some 
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within US above the trodden clod ? I own myself 
partial to such proofe of those awful and important 
realities — a God that made all things — man's im> 
material and immortal nature — and a world of 
weal or woe beyond death and the grave. 



LIII. 
TO DR. MOORE. 

Enisland, near Dumfries, 4th Jan. 1789. 

Sir, 
As often as I thinic of writing to you, which has 
been three or four times ei'ery week these six 
months, it gives me something so lilce the idea of 
an ordinary-siizeld statue offering at a conversation 
mth the Rhodian colossus, that my mind misgives 
me, and the affa|r always miscarries sooaewhei^ 
between purpose and resolve. I have at last got 
some bnsiness with you, and business-letters are 
written by the style -book. I say my bnsiness is 
with yon, sir, for yon never had any with me, eZ" 
cept the business that benevolence has in the man- 
sion of poverty. 

The character and employment of a poet were 
formerly my pleasure, but are notv my pride.- I 
know that a very great deal of my late edatwas 
owing to the singularity of my situation, and the 
honest pr^udice of Scotsmen ; but still, as I said 
in the preface to my first edition, I do look upoh 
myself as having some pretensions from Nature to 
the poetic character. I have not a doubt \sraLt tili« 
J^oack, tbe aptitude, to learn the iyiu&e&^ tt^<&)\^^ 
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gift bestowed by Him, " who forms the secret bias 
of the seal ;*' but I as firmly bdiere that excetlenee 
in the profession is the froit of indostryy labour, 
attention, and pains. At least I am resohed to try 
my doctrine by the test of experience. Another 
appearance from the press I put off to a very distant 
day, a day that may never arrive — but poesy I am 
determined to prosecute with all my vigour. Nature 
has given very few, if any of the profession, the 
talents of shining in every species of composition. I 
shall try (for until trial it is impossible to know) 
whether she has qualified me to shine in any one. 
The worst of it is, by the time one has finished a 
piece, it has been so often viewed and reviewed be- 
fore the mental eye, that one loses, in a good mea- 
sure, the powers of critical discrimination. Here 
the best criterion I know is a friend — not only of 
abilities to judge, but with good-nature enough, 
like a prudent teacher with a young learner, to 
prfuse perhaps a little more than is exactly just, lest 
the thin-skinned animal fall into that most deplo- 
rable of all poetic diseases — ^heart-breaking despond- 
ency of himself. Dare I, sir, already immensely 
indebted to your goodness, ask the additional obli- 
gation of your being that friend to me ? I enclose 
you an essay of mine in a walk of poesy to me en- 
tirely new; I mean the epistle addressed to R.O. 
esq. or Robert Graham, of Fmtry, esq., a gentleman 
of onoommon worth, to whom I lie under veiy 
great obligations. The story of the poem, like 
most of my poems, is connected with my own 
story; and to give you the one I must give yon 
something of the other. I cannot boast of — — 
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I believe I shall> in whole, 100/. copy-right in- 
eluded, clear about 400/. some Utile odds ; and even 
part of this depends upon what the gentleman has 
yet to settle with me. I give yon this information, 
because you did me the honour to interest yourself 
much in my welfare. 



To spLve the rest of my story in brief, I have 
married *' my Jean," and taken a farm : with the 
first step I have every day more and more reason to 
be satitjied ; with the last it is rather the reverse. 
I have, a younger brother, who supports my aged 
mother ; another still younger brother, and three 
sisters, in a farm. On my last return from Edim- 
burgh, it cost me about 180/. to save them from 
rain. Not that 1 have lost so much— I only inter- 
posed between my brother and his impending fiite 
by the loan of so much. I give myself no airs on 
this, for it was mere selfishness on my part : I was 
conseious that the wrong scale of the balance was 
pretty heavily charged ; and I thought that throw- 
ing a little filial piety and fraternal affection into 
the scale in my favour, might help to smooth mut- 
ters at the grand reckonktf. There is still one 
thing wovld make my circumstances quite easy : 1 
have an excise -ofilcer's comndssion, and \ live in the 
midst of a country division. My request to Mr. 
Graham, who is one of the commissioners of exdse, 
was, if iti his power, to procure me that dirision. 
If I were very sanguine, I might hope that some 'of 
my great patrons might procure me a treasury war- 
rant, for supervisor, surveyor-general, &c. 



1 1 

r 



1 u PROFESS 

f t 

I } Ellisland, n 

I Sir, 

'. \ Tii£ enclosed sealed imu 

f \ few da}-s after ] had the 

in AjTshire, but you wei 
I hare added a few more 
for which I am indebtec 
The piece inscribed to R 
I sent Mr. Graham, of F 
quest for his assistance i 
great moment. To that 
doubly indebted, for dec( 
import to my dearest iut( 
j I gutefui to the delicate fet 

j poem is a species of com] 

\ do not intend it shall be 
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calar part I send you merely as a siUnple of my 
hand at portrait-sketching; but lest idle conjecture 
should pretend to point out the original, please let 
it be for your single, sole inspection. 

Need I make any apology for this trouble to a 
gentleman who has treated me with such marked 
benevolence and peculiar kindness; who has en- 
tered into my interests with so much zeal, and on 
whose critical decisions 1 can so fully depend ? A 
poet as I am by trade, these decisions to me are of 
the last consequence. My late transient acquaint- 
ance among some of the mere rank and file of 
greatness, I resign with ease; but to the distin- 
Inished <^ampions of genius and learning I shall 
be ever ambitious of being known. The native 
geains and accurate discernment in Mr. Stewart's 
critical strictures ; the justness (iron justice, for he 
has no l>owels of compassion for a poor poetic sin- 
ner) of Dr. Gregory's remarks, and the delicacy of 
Professor Dalzel's taste, f shall ever revere. I shall 
be in Edinburgh some time next month. 
I have the honour to be, sir^ 
Your highly obliged, 

and very humble servant, 

Robert Burns. 

LV. 

TO BI8HOP GEDDES. 

BlUslaod^ new Dumfiriet, 3d Feb. 1780. 
Vbnerablb Father, 
As I am coDsdous^ that wherever 1 voi '^crai ^<(^ iSkSt 
the honour to interest yonradf Vnur) '^«^^b»^>'^ 

VOL, /. Q 
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s^ves me pleasure to inform yon that I am here 
last, stationary in the serious busineu of life, a 
have now not only the retired leisure, but the hei 
inclination, to attend to those great and import 
questions*- what I am? where I am? and 
what I am destined? 

In that first concern, the conduct of the m 
there was ever but one side on which I was habi 
ally blameable, and there I hai^e secured myseU 
{ : the way pointed out by Nature and Nature's G 

* I was sensible that, to so he^less a creature a 

poor poet, a wife and family were encnmbianc 
which a species of prudence would bid him. shi 
but when the alternative was, being at etei 
warfore with myself, on account of habitual foUl 
to give them no worse name, which no general < 
ample, no licentious vrit, no sophistical infidefi 
would to me ever justify, I must have been a i 
to have hesitated, and a madman to have mi 
another choice. 



4 
I 



In the affair of a livelihood, I think myself tc 
I rably secure : I have good hopes of my farm ; 1 

should they fail, I have an excise commission, vtiii 
on my simple petition, will at any time procure 
bread. There is a certain stigma affixed to i 
character of an excise-officer, but I do not intend 
borrow honour from any profession ; and thoi 
I J the salary be comparatively small, it is great to i 

thing that the first twenty-five years of my i 
taught me to expect. 

» « « * 4t 
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Thntfy with a rational aim and method in Ufe, 
YOQ may eaaly gacss, my rererend and rnuch- 
boaoored friend, that myvharacteristical trade is 
not forgotten. I am, if possible, more than ever 
IB enthusiast to the muses. I »fn determined to 
study man and nature, and in that view incessantly; 

I aad to try if the ripening and corrections of years 
' can enable me to prodoee something worth pre- 
serving. 

Yon win see in your book, which I beg yonr par* 
don for detaimog so long, that I have been tuning 
my lyre on the hanks of Nith. Some large poetic 
i (ilans that are floating in my imagination, or partly 

II p«t in execntioo, I sliall impart to you when I have 
i\ the pieasure of meeting with you ; which, if yon 
H aie then in Edinburgh, I shall have about the be- 
4 gfanaag of March. 

*( That acquaintance,. worthy sir, vnth which you 

■ weie pleased to honour me, you must still allow me 

to challenge ; for with whatever unconcern 1 give^ 

Up my transient connexion with the merely great, 

1 cannot lose tlie patronising notice of the learned 

it- and good, without the Mtterest regret. 



r. 



•■i 



LVI. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

EUiaknd, 4th March* 1789* 

Heb£ am I, my honoured friend, returned safe from 
the capital* ' To a ihan who has a home, however 
humble or remote — if that home is like mine, the 
scene of domestic comfort—- the bustle of Edin- 



ll 
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burgh will soon be a business of sickemng 
gust. 

'* Vain pomp and glory of fhis world, I hate 3^00. 

When I must sculk into a corner, lest the rat 
equipage of some gaping blockhead should ma 
me in the mire, I am tempted to exclaim, " "V 
merits has he had, or what demerit have I hai 
some state of pre-existcuce, that he is ushered 
this state of being with the sceptre of rule, anc 
key of riches in his puny fist, and I am kicked 
the world, the sport of folly, or the victii 
pride ?" I have read somewhere of a monarcl 
Spain I think it was), who was so out of hni 
i i mth the Ptolemean system of astronomy, thi 

said, had he been of the Creator's coundl 
could have saved him a, great deal of labour 
absurdity. I will not defend this blasphei 
speech; but often, as I have glided with hu 
stealth through the pomp of Princes-street, i 
suggested itself to me, as an improvement oi 
present human figure, that a man, in proportii 
his own conceit of his consequence in the w 
could have pushed out the longitude of his con 
I i I size, as a snail pushes out his horns, or as we 1 

out a perspective. This trifling alteration, in 
j ! mention the prodigious saving it would be ii 

\ tear and wear of the neck and limb-sinews of] 

of his majesty's liege subjects, in the way of 
ing the head and tiptoe-strutting, would evid 
turn out a vast advantage, in enal)ling'U8 at 
to adjust the ceremonials in making a bo^ 
making way to a great man, and that too wH 
second of the precise spherical angle of rever 



.; 
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or an inch of the particular point of respectful di- 
stance, which the important creature itself requires ; 
as a measuring-glance at its towering altitude would 
determine the affair like instinct. 

Yon are right, madam, in your idea of poor 
Mjhie's poem, which he has addressed to mc. The 
piece has a good deal of merit, but it has one great 
fitnh — it is by far too long. Besides, my success 
hu encouraged such a shoal of ill-spaw'ned mon- 
fters to crawl into public notice, under the title of 
Seottish poets, that the very term Scottish Poetry 
borders on the burlesque. When I write to Mr. 
Oufrae, I shall advise him rather to try one of his 
deceased friend's English pieces. I am prodi- 
gionsly hurried with my own matters, else I would 
hgve requested a perusal of all Mylne's poetic per- 
formances ; and would have offered his friends my 
assistance in either selecting or correcting what 
would be proper for the press. What it is that oc- 
cupies me so much, and perhaps a little oppresses 
my present spirits, shall fill up a paragraph in some 
future letter. In the mean time, allow me to close 
this epistle with a few lines done by a friend of 
ndne ♦••♦*. I give you them, ♦hat, as you 
liave seen the original, you may guess whether one 
or two alterations I have ventured to make in them 
be any real improvement. 

Like fhe fair plant that from our touch withdraws. 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even firom applause. 
Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream. 
And all you are, my charming • • • •, seem. 
Straight as the fox<^love, ere her bells disclose, 
101d M the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows, • 
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Fair as the fiaircst of each lovely kind. 
Your form shall be the image of your mind ; ^ 
Your manners shall so true your soul express,; 
That all shall l<Hig to know the worth they gue»; 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love. 
And even sickening cnry must ^pprore.* 

LVII. 
TO THE REV. P. CARFRAE. 

nai 

Rev. Sir, 
I DO not recoUect that I have erer fdt a severer p 
of shame, than pn looking at the date of your c 
ging letter which accompanied Mr. Mylne^s poa 



I am mndi to blame : the honour Mr. Mylne 
done me, greatly enhanced in its valae hythe 
dearing, though melancltoly circumstance of its 
iug the last production of his muse, deserved a be 
return. 

I have, as you hint, thought of sending a cop 
the poem to some periodical publication ; but, 
second thoughts, I am afraid that, in the pre 
case, 'it would be an improper step. My suoc 
perhaps as much accidental as merited, has broi 
an inundation of nonsense under the name of S 
tish poetry. Subscription-bills for Scottish po 
hare so dunned, and daily do dun, the public, * 
the very name is in danger of contempt. For t) 
reasons, if publishing any of Mr. M.'s poems i 



• These beautiful lines, we have reason to believe, 
the production of the lady to whom this letter is addra 
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f &,c,, be at all prudent, in my opinion, it 
should not be a Scottish poem. The pro- 
labours of a man of genius are, I hope, as 
le as any profits whatever ; and Mr. Mylne's 
are most justly entitled to that honest har- 
:h £ate has denied himself to reap. But let 
ds of Mr. MylncTs fame (among whom I 
; honour of ranking myself) always ke^ 
is respectability as a man and as a poet, 

DO measure that, before the world knows 
g about him, would risk his name snd 
L being classed with the fools of the times. 
t Sir, soBie experience of publishing, mi 
n which I would proceed with Mr. Mylncfs 

this: I would publish in two or three 
ind Scottish public papers, any one of 4>is 
K>ems which should, by private judges, be 
the most excellent, and mention It, at the 
ce, as one of the productions of a Lothian 
of respectable character, lately deceased, 
lems his friends had it in idea to pnUish 
iobscription, for the sake of his n«merous 
-not in pity to that family, but in justice 
his friends think the poetic merits of the 
; and to secure, in the most effectual maa- 
bose tender connexions, whdse right it is, 
liary reward of those merits. 



The geutlemaa who 
Nieliion, a worthy de 
and a tcty particular 



and where yon cao i 
MielsoQ i» on hia way 
grace uf Qn^cnsherrj, 
good m 

chlnod. I should an 
liberty with yon, but tl 
hare the honour of ]i 
that, to be a |«ior hoi 
of iccommeDdatioD to 
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cordiality. However, in the particular part 
odnct which roused Qiy poetic wrath, she 
1 less hlameable. In January last, on my 
»3rr8hire, I had put up ar Bailie Whigham's 
bar, the only tolerable inn in the place. 
: was keen, and the grim evening and howl- 
I were ushering in a night of snow and 
[y horse and I were both much fatigued 
i labours of the day; and just as my- 
e Bsulie and I were bidding defiance to the 
ver a smoking bowl, in wheels the funeral 
y of the late great Mrs; » » », and poor I 
id to brave all the horrors of the tempes- 
j^t, and jade my horse, my young favourite 
horn I had just christened Pegasus, twelve 
ther on, through the wildest moors and 
Ayrshire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. 
^ers of poesy and prose sink under me, 
rould describe what I felt. Suffice it to say, 
in a good fire, at New Cumnock, had so hx 
1 my frozen sinews, I sat down and wrote 
Med ode. 

at Edinburgh lately, anid settled finally \Vith 
!ch ; and I must own, that, at last, he ha$ 
Icable and fair with me. 
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pers of fame are breathless, damberiiig, hanging 
between heaven and hell ; bat those glittering diffs 
of Potosiymrhere the all- snfficienty all-powerfiil deity. 
Wealth, holdfl kis immediate court of joys and plea- 
sDies : where the sunny exposure of plenty, and the 
bot walls of {NTofasimi, produce those blissful fruits 
of luxury, exotics in this woiid, and natives of 
Paradise ! — Thou withered sibyl, my sage conduct- 
ress, usher me into the refulgent, adored presence ! 
"-llie power, splendid and pot«it as he now js, was 
once the puHng nursling of thy faithful care and 
tender arms ! Call me thy son, thy cousin, thy kins- 
man or &vourite, and adjure the god, by the scenes 
of his infimt years, no longer to repulse me as a 
stranger, or an alien, but to favour me with his pe- 
culiar countenance and protection ! He daily be- 
stows his greatest kindnesses on the imdeserving 
and the worthless— assure him that I bring ample 
documents of meritorious demerits ! Pledge your- 
sdf for me, that for the glorious cause of Lucre, I 
will do any thing — be any thing — but the horse- 
leech of private oppression, or the vulture of public 
robbery ! 

• ••*••«« 

But to descend from heroics. 



I want a Shakespeare ; I want likewise an English 
dictionary — Jphnson's, I suppose, is best. In these 
and all my prose commissions, the cheapest is always 
the best for me. There is a small debt of honour 
that I owe Mr. Robert Cleghorn^ in Saughton Mills, 
my worthy friend, and your well-wisher. Please 
give him, and urge him to take it, the first time you 
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see bim, ten sUllinga worth of any th! 
^ 10 sell, said place il to inr account. 
The library 'Kbeme tfiat I mcBtioB 
alread; hegnu, tiiider tbe direction of C* 
lliere is another in emulation of it goln; 
bum, nnd«r the- auspices of Mr, Moab 
burn, which nill be on a groiter seal 
CapC. K. gave his infant society a great 
old books, else I had written yon on i 
but one of these days, I sbitU troobli 
commlssioti for "Tbe Monkland Filen 
— a copy of The Spectator, Mirror, a 
Man of Feeling, Man of the World, Gi 
graphicaiarammar, with some religioi 
likewise be our first order. 
. When I grow richer 1 mil write K 
post, to make amends for this sheet. 
every guinea has a five-gnlaea emmd t 
My dear sir, 
Yonr ftltbfiil, poor, bal faoneai 



TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Elliiluid, Mh 



I NO sooner hit on any poetic plan w 
wish to send it to yon ; and if knowin) 
these give half the pleasure to you, Ih 
cadng them to yon gives to me, I am b 
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> I have a poetic whim in my head, which I at pre- 
sent dedicate, or rather inscribe, to the right hon. 
C. J. Fox : but how long- that fancy may hold, I 
caDBOt say. A few of the first lines I have jvst 
roBgh-sketchedy as follows: 

'< How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite.*** 

On the 20th current I hope to have the honour of 
assuring you, in person, how sincerely I am — 

• «•••«««« 

LXI. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

SBllisland, 4th May, J789. 

My dear Sir, 
Your duty-free favour of the 26th April I received 
two days ago : I will not say I perused it with plea- 
sure ; that is the cold compliment of ceremony : I 
perused it, sir, with delicioas satisfaction — in short, 
it is such a letter, that not you/ nor your friend, but 
the legislature, by express proviso in their postage- 
laws, should frank. A letter informed with the' 
soul of fri_endship is such an honour to human 
nature, that they should order it free ingress and 
egress to and froni their bags and mails, as an en- 
couragement and mark of distinction to super- 
eminent virtue. 

* See Poems ,-^-Fragment, inscribed to the right honourable 

C. J. Fox. 
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I have just put the last hand to a little poem 
which I think will be something to your taste. One 
morning lately as I was out pretty early in the field* 
sowing some grass-seeds, I heard the burst of a shot 
from a neighbouiing plantation^ and presently s 
poor little wounded hare came crippling by me. 
You will gVess my indignation at the inhuman fel- 
low who could shoot a iiare at this season, whea 
they all of them have young ones. Indeed there is 
something in that business of destroying, for our 
sporty individuals in the animal creation that do not 
injure us materially, which I could never reconcile 
to my ideas of virtue. 

** Inhuman man ! curse on thy barVrous art.** 

See Poems. 



Let me know how you like my poem. I am doubt- 
ful whether it would not be an improvement to keep 
out the last stanza but one altogether. 
C * * * is a glorious production of the Author of 
man. You, he, and the noble colonel of the C * * 
F * • * are to me 

** Dear as the ruddy drops which warm my hreast.'* 

I have a good mind to make verses on yon all, to 
the tune of " Three guid fellows aymt the glen," 
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LXII. 

TO MR. M'AULEY, OF DUMBARTON. 

4th Jixae, 1789. 

Dear Sir, 
THOUGH 1 am not without my fears respecting my 
fiftte, at that grand, nniyersal inquest of right and 
wrong, commonly called The Latt Day, yet I trust 
there is one sin, which that arch vagabond, Satan, 
who I understand is to be Iting^s evidence, cannot 
throw in my teeth, I mean ingratitude. There is a 
certain pretty large quantum of kindness, for which • 
I remain, and from inability, I fear must still re- 
main, your debtor ; but, though unable to repay the 
debt, I assure you, sir, I shall ever warmly remem- 
ber the obligation. It gives me the sincerest plea- 
sure to hear, by my old acquaintance, Mr. Kennedy, 
that you are, in immortal Allan's language, " Hale 
and wee], and living;" and that your charming 
family are well, and promising to be an amiable 
and respectable addition to the company of per- 
formers, whom the great Manager of the drama 
of man is bringUig into action for the succeeding 
age. 

With respect to my welfare, a subject in which 
yon once warmly and effectively interested your- 
self, I am here in my old way, holding my plough, 
marking the growth of my com, or the health of 
my didry ; and at times sauntering by the delight- 
ful windings of the Nith, on the margin of which I 
have built my humble domicile, pra^u^foT ^^asiAitk- 
abJe weather, or&oidlng an intngaemt\iX\i«mx»ft»> 
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the only gipsies with whom I have nt 
comae. As I am entered into the 
inatrimooy, I trust taj face 19 turuu 
ZIOD-ward ( and u It U a rnle with a1 
lows to repeat no gricvaocee, I hope I 
poetic Uceucea of former daj9 wiU < 
■ under the oblivioua influence of some | 
statute of celestial proacrip^on. ' lu l 
votion, which, like a good preBbyteriai 
ally give to m; household folks, I ai 
fond of the psslm, " Let not the t 
yODth," Sec, and that other, " Lo, 
God's heritage,'' &c.; ia which last 
who, by the bye, has a glorious " woo 
at either old soug or psalmody. Joins 
pathos of Handel's Mes^ah. 



LXlll. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

BUiilud, Sid 

Deah Madam, 
Will yon tulce the effusions, the misers 
of low spirits, just US they Sow from 
spring ? I luiow not oT any partioul 
tlus worst of all my foes beseCtiDg me, 
time my soul has been beclouded wii 
ing atmosphere of eril ima^iuitioiu 
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Monday Evening. 

I have just heard • • • » » give a ser- 
num. He is a man famous for his benevolence, and 
I revere lum ; but from such ideas of my Creator, 
good Lord, deliver me ! Reli^on, my honoured 
friend, is surely a simple business, as it equally con- 
cerns the ignorant and the learned, the poor and 
the rich. That there is an incomprehensibly, Great 
Bemg, to whojn I owe my existence^ and that he 
must be intimately acquainted with the operations 
and progress of the internal machinery, and oonse- 
qaent^ outward deportment, olthis creature which 
he has made ; these are, I think, self-evident pro- 
posidous. That there is a real and eternal distinc- 
tion between virtue and vice, and consequently, 
that I am an accountable creature ; that from the 
seeming nature of the human mind, as well as from 
the evident imperfection, nay, positive injustice, in 
the administration of affairs, both in the natural 
and moral worlds, there must be a retributive scene 
of existence beyond the grave — must, I think, be 
allowed by every one who will give himself a mo- 
ment's reflection. 1 will go farther, and affirm, that 
from the sublimity, excellence, and purity, of his 
doctrine and precepts, unparalleled by all the ag- 
gregated wisdom and learning of many preceding 
ages, though, to appearance, he himself was the ob- 
scurest and most illiterate of our species ; therefore 
Jesus Christ was from God. 



Whatever mitigates the woes, or increases the 
hi^[>piness of others, this is my criterion of gpodness ; 



y 



13e BURNS*! LBTTSR«. 

mill n lialcvcr injures lorielT at lai^ 
dual in il, Ihis is my meainre of iniq 
Whsl thitik yoa, madam, of my c 
that 1 have aaid Dothing that will 1b 
eje of one whirae goad opinion I rail 
to the approbation of my own mind. 

LXIV. 



My DMR Sir, 
The hurry of a farmer in thi« pan 
and the indolence of a poet at tdl t 
sons, wiU, I hope, plead my excMC 
go long to annrer your obliging lettei 

lliai yoa have done well in quitti 



aerredly indeed, weighty onea, and y 
matter of the last importance : bat t 
maiDing proprietors of the paper 1 
well; Ib what 1 much doubt, lie • 
u I was a reader, exhibited such 
point, suoh an elegance of paragiop 
variety of Intelligence, that I can hai 
poaaihlc to continue a dally paper in tl 
of excellence ; bat if there was a 
aUUcies equal to the task, that miin't 
proprietors have lost. 



Wben I receind your letter, I w 
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• 

for • • • •, my letter to the ipagistrates of the 
Canongate, Edinburgh, beg^ng their permission to 
place a tomb-stone over poor Fergusson, and their 
edict in consequence of my petition, but now I shall 
send them to • • • * • *. Poor Fergus- 
son ! If there be a life beyond the grave, which I 
trust there is ; and if there be a good God presiding 
over all nature, which I am sure there is ; thou art 
now enjoying existence in a glorious world, where 
worth of the heart alone is distinction in the man ; 
where riches, deprived of all their pleasure-pur- 
chasing»pbwers, return to their native sordid mat- 
ter ; where titles and honours are the disregardied 
rereries of an idle dream ; and where that heavy 
nrtne, which is the negative consequence of steady 
didness, and those thoughtless, though often de- 
structive follies, which are the unavoidable aberra- 
tions of frail human nature, will be thrown into 
equal oblivion as if they had never been I ' 

Adieu, my dear sir ! So soon as your present 
views and schemes, are concentered in an aim, I 
shall be glad to hear from you ; as your welfare 
and happiness is by no means a subject indif- 
ferent to 

Yours, &c. 

LXV. 

TO MISS WILLIAMS. 

JTsg. 
Madam, 
Of the many problems in the nature of that won- 
derful creature, Man, this is one of the most extra- 
ordinary, thai he shall go on from day to day, from 



tliat I am ! though the debts w( 
and the creditor a lady, I ha\'e 
even the ver)* acknowlc<liniicnt 
until you must indeed be the v 
for, if you can forgive nie. 

Your poem I have reiid with t 
I have a way, whenever I rei 
book iu our own trade, madan: 
when it is my own i)ro|)erty, 
and mark at the ends of verses, 
and odd pai>er, little criticism: 
disapprobation as I pcnisc alo 
apology for presenting you witl 
thoughts that occurred to me ii 
sals of your poem. I want to s 
honesty enough to tell you wha 
even when they are not quite o 

V~«.S .1 1 J . Si • .1 i* 
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danger of stumbling through incautious speed, or 
losing ground through loitering neglect, 

I have the honour to be, &c. 

» 

J TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

(Ellisland, 6th September, 1780. 
Dear Madam, 
i I HAVE mentioned, in my last, my appointment to 
' the excise, and the birth of little Frank, who, by 
I the bye, I trust, will be no discredit to the honour- 
I able name of Wallace, as he has a fine manly counte- 
I nance, and a figure that might do credit to a little 
fellow two months older ; and likewise an excellent 
good temper, though, when he pleases, he has a 
pipe, only not quite so loud as the horn that his 
immortal namesake blew as a signal to take out the 
pin of Stirling bridge. 

I had some time ago an epistle, part poetic, and 
part prosaic, from your poetess, Mrs.' J. Little, a 
very ingenious but modest composition. * I should 
have written her, as she requested, but for the hurry 
of this new business. 1 have heard of her and her 
compositions in. this country; and I am happy to 
add, always to the honour of her character. The 
fact is, I know not well how to write to her : I 
should sit down to a sheet of paper that I knew not 
how to stain. I am no dab at fine-drawn letter- 
writing ; and except when prompted by friendship 
or gratitude, or, which happens extremely rarely, 
inspired by the Muse (I know not her name) that 
presides oyer epistolary writing, I sit down, i^hen 
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necessitated to write, as I would sit down to beat 
hemp. 

Some parts of yonr letter of the 20th August 
struck me with the most melauchdy coucern fbr 
the state of your mind at present. 



Would I could write you a letter of comfort! 1 
would sit down to it mth as much pleasure as I 
would to write an epic poem of my own composition 
that should equal the Iliad, Religion^ my dear friend, 
is the true comfort. A strong persuasion in a future 
state of existence ; a proposition so obviously pro- 
bable, that, setting revelation aside, every nation 
and people, so for as investigation has reached, for 
at least near four thousand years, have in some 
mode or other firmly believed it. In vain would we 
reason anA pretend to doubt. I have myself done 
so to a very daring pitch ; but when I reflected that 
I was opposing the most ardent wishes, and the 
most darling hopes of good men, and flying in the 
face of all human belief^ in all ages^ I was shocked 
at my own conduct. 

I know not whether I have ever sent you the fol- 
lowing lines> or if you have ever seen them ; but it 
is one of my favourite quotations, which I keep 
constantly by me in my progress through life, in 
the language of the Book of Job, 

" Against the d&y of battle and of war ** — 
spoken of religion. 



*< "Tig this, my friend, that streaks our morning bdiflu, 
nris this that gilds the horror of our night. 
When wealth forsakes us, and when friends are Ibw ; 
When friends are fidthless, or when foes ponn*; 
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'Tis this that wards the blow, or stills the smart. 
Disarms affliction, or repels his dart } 
Within the breast bids purest raptures rise. 
Bids smiling oonsdenoe spread her cloudless skia." 

I bare been very busy with Zeluco, The doctor 
is so obliging as to request my opinion of it ; and I 
have been revolving in my mind some kind of criti- 
cisms on novel-writing, but it is a depth beyond 
my research. I shall, however, digest my thoughts 
on the subject as well as 1 can. Zeluco is a most 
sterling performance. 

Farewell ! A! Dieu, le b<m Dieu, Je voua com- 
mende ! 

LXVII. 

TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY. 

9th Deeember, 1780* 
Sir, 
I HAVE a good while had a wish to trouble yon with 
a letter, and had certainly done it long ere now-» 
but for a humiliating something that throws cold 
water on the resolution, as if one shonl^vsay^ 
'' Toa have found Mr. Graham a very powerful 
" and kind friend indeed ; and that interest he is 
*' so kindly taking in your concerns, you ought, by 
" every thing in your power, to keep aHve and 
*' cherish." Now though since God has thought 
proper to make one powerful and another helpless, 
the connexion of obliger and obliged is all fair ; and 
though my being under your patronage is to me 
highly honourable, yet, sir, allow me to flatter 
myse^, that as a pott and an honest mui, ^<s<(v ^oix 
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interested yourself in my welfare, and prio<::^ 
as such still, )-oa permit me to approach yov. ""^ 

I have found the exdse-business go on a graii^ 
deal smoother with me than I expected ; owing ^^ 
good deal to the generous friendship of lic^^ 
Mitchell, my collector, and the kind assistance »^ 
Mr. Findlater, my supervisor. I dare to be honesty 
and I fear no labour. Nor do I find my hurrictf' 
life greatly inimical to my correspondence with the 
Muses. Tlieir visits to me, indeed, and I believe to 
most of their acquaintance, like the visits o! good 
angels, are short and far between : but I meet them 
now and then as I jog through the hills of Nithadale, 
just as I used to do on the banks of Ayr. I take 
the liberty to enclo.se you a few bagatelles, all of 
them the productions of my leisure thoughts in my 
excise rides. 

If you know or have ever seen captsun Grose the 
antiquarian, you will enter into any humour that is 
in the verses on him. Perhaps you have seen them 
before, as I sent them to a London newspaper. 
Though I dare say you have none of the solemn* 
league-and-covenant fire, which shone so conspi* 
iraous in lord George Gordon and the Kilmarnock 
weavers, yet I think yon must have heard of Dr. 
M'Gill, one of the clergymen of Ayr, and his here- 
tical book. God help him, poor man ! Tlioagh he 
is one of the worthiest, as well as one of the aUeit 
of the whole priesthood of the kirk of Scotland, In 
every sense of that ambiguous term, yet the poor 
doctor and his numerous fiEmiily are in imminwit 
danger of being thrown out to the merq^ of the 
winter winds. The enclosed ballad on thatrliadiiefli 
is, I confess, too local, but I laoghed myself at tome. 



I 
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conceits ia it, though I am convinced in my con- 
sdence that there are a good many heavy stanzas 
in it too. 

The election hailad, as yon will see, blades to the 
pment canvass in onr string of boroughs. I do not 
believe there «will he such a hard-rnn match in the 
whole general election.* 



1 am -too tittle a man to have any political attach-' 
meuts; I am deeply indebted to, and have the 
warmest veneration for, individuals of both parties ; 
bat a man who he^ it in his power to be the fatlier 
of a country, and who ♦ * ♦ • ♦ is a 
character that one cannot speak of with patience^ 

Sir J. J. does *' what man can do *" bat yet I 
doubt his £ate. 

LXVIII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

EUifhmd, l3tb December, 1789.. 
Many thanks, dear madam, for your sheet full of 
rhymes. Though at present I am below the veriest 
prose, yet from you every thing pleases. I am 
groaning under the miseries of a diseased nervous 
system ; a system the state of idiich is most^on- 
ducive to our happiness — or the most productive 
of our misery. For now near three weeks I have 

* This anud«to Che eontast for the tiorough of Duoifrtet^ 
between the duke of QueeDrtraxy*t\utet«ilt«DA.tyv'iX^t^Gt 
Jsnmg JchatUmfi, 

VOL, I, 'It 
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Wen 80 ill with a nenrous head-adiey 
been obUged to give up for a time my ei 
being scarcely able to lift my head, n 
ride once a week over ten muir parishe 
man? To-day in the Inxnriance of heal 
in the enjoyment of existence ; in a fei 
haps in a few hours, loaded with conac 
being, counting the tardy pace of t 
moments by the repercussions of angn 
• fusing or denied a comforter. Day fo] 
j and night comes after day, only to cur 

Bfe which gives him no pleasure ; and y< 
dark termination of that life, is a « 
which he recoils. 

I 

*' Tell us, ye dead ; will none of you in 
DiBdose the secret 
What *tu you are, and tve mutt shari 

_ ■ ■ ' tis no matter : 

A little time will make us leam'd as yo 



:.l 



s. 

I 

i 

. I 

j : 

.i 



;|. Can it be possible, that when I resij 

p ;!; feverish being, 1 shall still find myself 

t] < existence? When the last gasp of a^ 

nounced that I am no more to thosi 
me, and the few who loved me ; whi 
stiffened, unconscious, ghastly corse is i 
the earth, to be the prey of unsightly : 
to become in time a trodden clod, st 
warm in life, seeing and 8een,.enjoyiii 



I ; 
I ! 
I I 
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i beneroleiit, the amiable, and the humane : what 
IfltlBriDg idea, then, is a world torcome I Woold 
God I as firmly bdiered it, as I ardently wish 
There I should meet an aged parent, now at 
It from the many bnffetings. of an evil world, 
linst which he so long and so bravely stmg- 
xL There should I meet the friend, the dis- 
cnsted friend of my early Ufe; the man who 
to see me, because he loved me and 
serve me — Muir! thy weaknesses were the 
errations of human nature, but thy heart glowed 
tk every thing generous, manly, and noble ; and 
sver emanation from the All-good Being animated 
loman form, it was thine ! — There should I, with 
iechless agony of rapture, again recognize my 
t, my ever dear Mary ! whose bosom was fraught 
h truth, honour, constancy, and love. , 

My Mary, dear departed shade I 

Where U thy place of heavenly rest ? 
Seett thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'it thou the groana that rend hia breast ? 

etas Christ, thou amiablest of characters! 1 
It thou art no impostor, and that thy revelation 
)lissful scenes of existence beyond death and the 
ve, is not one of the many impositions which, 
e after time have been palmed on credukMis 
ikind. I trust that in thee " shall all the £uni- 
of the earth be blessed," by being yet con- 
ted together in a better world, where every tie 
; bound heart to heart in this state of existence, 
1 be, far beyond our present conceptions, more 
earing. 

a good deal iodined to think with those who 



> 
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maintain, that what are called nervoiu affiBCtions 
are in fieu:t diseases of the miod. I cannot reason, 1 
cannot think : and but to yon I would not Tentoft 
to write any ining above an order to a cobbler. Yon 
have felt too much of the ills of life' not to sympa- 
thise with a diseased wretch,~who is impaired more 
than half of any faculties he possessed. Yoor goodr 
ness will excuse this distracted scrawl, which the 
writer dare scarcely read, and which he would 
throw into the fire were he able to write any thing 
better, or indeed any thing at all. 

Rumour told me something of a son of yoan ¥^ 
was retnmed from the East or West Indies. If yon 
have gotten news of James or Anthony, it was cmel 
in you not to let me know ; as I promise you on tht 
sincerity of a man who is weary of one world and 
anxious about another, that scarce any thing could 
give me so much pleasure as to hear of any good 
thing befalling my honoured friend. 

If you have a minute's leisure, take up your pen 
iu pity to lepauvre miserable, 

R.B. 

LXIX. 

TO SIR JOHN SINCLAIR. 



Sir, 
The following circumstance has, I believe, been 
omitted in the statistical account transmitted to you, 
of the parish of Dunscore, in Nithsdale. I beg 
leave to send it to you, because it is new, and may 
be useful. How far it is deserving of a ]dace in 
your patriotic publication, you are the best judge. 
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To Store the minds of the lower classes with use- 
ful knowledge is certainly of very great importance, 
both to them as individuals, and to society at largB. 
Giving them a turn for reading and reflection, is 
giving them a source of innocent and laudaUe 
amusement ; and, hesides, raises them to a more 
dignified degree in the scale of rationality. Im- 
pressed with this idea, a gentleman in this parish, 
Robert Riddel, esq. of Glenriddel, set on foot a 
species of circulating libnuy, on a plan so simple as 
to be practicable in any comer of the country ; and 
so useful as to deserve the notice of every country 
gentleman, who thinks the improvement of that 
part of his own species, whom chance has thrown 
into the humble walks of the peasant and the artisan , 
a matter worthy of his attention. 

Mr. Riddel got a number of his own tenants, and 
fiuming neighbours, to form themselves into a so- 
ciety for the purpose of having a library among 
themselves. They entered into a legal engagement 
to abide by it for three years ; with a saving clause 
or two, in case of remqval to a distance, or of 
death. Each member, at his entry, paid five shil- 
lings; and at each of their meetings, which were 
lield every fourth Saturday, six-pence more. With 
their entry-money, and the credit which they took 
on the faith of their future funds, they laid in a to- 
lerable stock of books at the commencement. What 
authors they were to purchase, was always decided 
by the majority. At every meeting, all the books, 
under certain fines and forfeitures, by way of pe- 
nalty, were to be produced ; and the members had 
their choice of the volumes in rotation. He whose 
name stood for that night first on the list, had his 
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i choice of what x-olmne he pleased in the 

lectioD ; the second had his choice afte 
the third after the second ; and so on ' 
At next meeting, he who had heen first 
j at the preceding meeting was last at thi 

had been second was first ; and so on t 
whole three years. At the expiration 
I f gagement, the books were sold by auctic 

among the members themselves; and 
! i had his share of the common stock, in i 

; books, as he chose to be a purchaser or : 

'At the breaking nj> of this little soc 
i - was formed nnder Mr. Riddel's patroi 

with benefEurtions of books from him, 

with their own pnrcbases, they had coU 

j ther upwards of one hundred snd fifty ▼< 

j will "easily be guessed, that a good de 

would be boQght. Among the books, 1 
j this Uttle library, were, £/(8ir*«50rmoyw, 

i History of Scotland, Hume*» History of i 

I The Spectator, Idler, Adventurer J Mirro 

i ; Observer, Man of Feelings, Man of the W 

Isal, Don Quivote, Joseph Andrews, SfC. 
who can read and enjoy such books, is 
^ j much superior being to his neighbour 

j haps stalks beside his team, very littli 

except in shape, from the brutes he driv 
Wishing )'our patriotic exertions theii 
merited success, 

I am, sir, your humble servant, 

Al 
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LXX. 

TO CHARLES SHARPE, ESQ. OF HODDAM, 

fhidgr a JietUioua Signature, enclosing a Ballad, 1790 

or ngi. ' 

It k trae, sir, yon are a gentleman of rank and 
Sortnney and I am a poor devil : you are a feather 
in the cap of society, and I am a very hobnul in 
liit shoes ; yet I have the honour to belong to the 
Itme family with you, and on that score I now ad- 
Irett yon. Yon will perhaps suspect that I am go- 
iig to chum affinity with the ancient and honour- 
ibte house of Kilpatrick : No, no, sir : I cannot 
uideed be properly sidd to belong to any house, or 
Bren any province or kingdom ; as my mother, who 
for many years was spouse to a marching regim^t, 
gMfe me into this bad world, aboard the packet- 
boat, somewhere between Donaghadee and Port- 
patrick. By our common family, I mean, sir, the 
fimily of the Muses. I am a fiiddler and a poet ; 
and you, I am told, play an exquisite violin, and 
have a standard taste in the Belles Lettres. The 
other day, a brother cat-gut gave me a charming 
Scots air of your composition. If I was pleased with 
the tune, I was in raptures with the title you have 
given it ; and, taking up the Idea, I have spun it 
into the three stanzas enclosed. Will you allow me, 
sir, to present you them, as the dearest offering 
that a misbegotten son of poverty and rhyme has to 
give ? I have- a longing to take you by the hand 
and unburden my heart, by saying — '' Sir, I ho. 
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** nour you as a man who supports the dignity of 
'* hnman nature, amid an age when frivolity, and 
*' avarice have, between them, debased us below 
<' the brutes that perish !" But, alas, sir! to me 
you are unapproachable. It is true, the Muses bap- 
tized me in Castalian streams, but the thoughtlaB 
gipsies forgot to give me a name. As the sex have 
served many a good fellow, the Nine have given me 
a great deal of pleasure, but, bewitching jades! 
they have beggared me. Would they but spare ate 
a little of thdr cast-linen ! were it only to put it is 
my power to say that I have a shii*t on my badi ! 
But the idle wenches, like Solomon's lilies, ** thqr 
'* toil not, neither do they spin ;" so I must e'en 
continue to tie my remnant of a cravat, like the 
hangman's rope, round my naked throat, and coax 
my galligaskins to keep together their many-colour- 
ed fragments. As to the afiair of shoes, I have ^vea 
that up. — My pilgrimages in my ballad-trade from 
town to town, and on your stony-hearted turnpikes 
too, are what not even the hide of Job's Behemoth 
could bear. The coat oh my back is no more : I 
shall not speak evil of the destd. It would be equally 
unhandsome and ungrateful to find iault with my 
old surtout, which so kindly supplies and conceals 
the want of that coat. My hat indeed is a grent 
favourite ; and though I got it literally for an M 
song, I would not exchange it for the best beaver in 
Britsun. I was, during several years, a kind of £bc« 
totum servant to a country clerg)Tnan, where I picked 
up a good many scraps of learning, particularly in 
some branches of the mathematics. Whenever I 
feel inclined to rest myself on my way, I take my 
seat under a hedge, laying my poetic wallet on the 
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one side, and my fiddle-case on the other, and 
pladng my hat between my legs, I can, by means 
of its brim, or rather brims, go^hrongh the whole 
doctrine of the Conic Sections. 

However, sir, don't let me mislead yon, as if 1 
would interest your pity. Fortune has so much 
forsaken me, that she has taught me to liye with- 
out her ; and, unid all my rags and poverty, I am 
as independent, and much more happy than amon- 
ardi of the world. According to the hackneyed 
metaphor, I value the several actors in the great 
drama of Ufe, simply as they act their parts. I can 
look on a worthless fellow of a duke with unqualified 
contempt ; and can regard ah honest scavenger with 
sincere respect. As you, sir, go through your rdle 
with such distinguished merit, permit me to make 
one in the diorns of universal applause, and assure 
yon that, with the highest respect, 

- I have the honour to be, &c. 

LXXI. 

TO MR. GILBERT BURNS. 

Ellisland, llUi January, 1790. 
Dear Brother, 
I MEAN to take advantage of the frank, though I 
have. not, in my present frame of mind, much ap- 
petite for exertion in writing. My nerves are in 
a •••* state. I feel that horrid hypochondria per- 
yacfing every, atom of both body and squI. lliis 
farm has undone my enjoyment of myself. It is a 
nfinons affair on all hands. But let it go to *•* ! 
I'U ^ht it out and bex>firwith U. 

h2 



hI^I .Uould respire mo« 



TO MRS. 



iTbasbeenowliigtotiiuN 

tjiat I have not 'written 

n^. Mybealtbisgreal 

once more to f *« ;j^ 
^tbtberestofmyfeUo 

Many tbanks, my « 
Your kind letters ; but 
iheriskofbdngcontem 
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in the good news of Anthony. Not only your anxi- 
ety aboat his fate, bnt my own esteem for such a 
noUe, warm-hearted, manly young fellow, in the 
little 1 had of his acqusuntance, has interested me 
deeply in his fortunes. 

FaloMier, the unfortunate author of the SAipwreek, 
which you so much admire, is no more. After wit- 
nessing the dieadfttl catastrophe he so feelingly de- 
scribes in his poem, and after weathering many 
bard gales oi fortune, he went to the bottom with 
the Aurora frigate ! I forget what part of Scotland 
had the honour of giving him birth, but he was the 
son of obscurity and misfortune. He was one of 
those daring adventurous spirits which Scotland, 
beyond any other country, is remarkable for pro- 
ducing; Little does the fond mother think, as she 
hangs deHghted over the sweet little leech at her bo- 
som, where the poor fellow may hereafter wander, 
and what maybe his fate. I remember a stanza in 
an old Scottish ballad, which, notwithstancUng its 
rude simplicity, speaks feeUngly to the heart : 

«« Little did my mother fliink. 
That day she eradled me. 
What land I was to tntTel fai. 
Or what death I ihovlddieP 

Old Scottish songs are, you know, a fiivourite 
study and pursuit of mine ; and now I am on that 
subject, ^ow me to give you two stanzas of an- 
other old simple ballad, which I am sure will please 
you. ' The catastrophe of the piece is a poor ruined 
female lamenting her fate. She concludes with this 
pathetic wish : 
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" O that my Ikther bad Mfar on' me imikdi 
O that my moCbex bad ncf er to me lung 1 
Otbat my cradle bad nerer been rockM; ^ 

But tbat I bad died wben I wai young ! 

O fbat tbe gmve it were my bed ; 

My Uaaketi irere my winding tbeet) 
Tbe docka and tbe wonns my bedfdknn a*; 

AndO aae aound as I abottld sleep r* 

I do DOt remember in all my reading to have met 
with any tlung more truly the language of misery 
than the exclamation in the last line. Misery is like 
love ; to spealc its language truly, the author must 
have felt it. 

r am every day expecting the doctor to give yovr 
little godson • the small-pox. They are rife in the 
coontryy and I tremble for his fote. By the way, 1 
cannot help congratulating yon on his looks vA 
spirit. Every person who sees him adcnowiedgci 
1dm to be the finest, handsomest child he had ever 
seen. I am myself delighted with the manly swril 
of his little chest, and a certain miniature dignity in 
the carriage of his head, and the glance of his fine 
black eye, which promise the undaunted gallantry 
of an independent mind. 

I thought to have sent you some rhymes, bat 
time forbids. I promise you poetry until yon are 
tired of it, next time I have the honour of assurlnff 
you how ^y I am, &c. 

• Tbe bardl seeoodsoB, Fnmeb. 
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LXXIII. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

EUisland, tsth FetMrntry, 1790. 
1 BEG jaar pardon, my dear and mnch-TSlned 
friend, for writing to yon on this very nnfoshion- 
able, nnsi^tly sheet-— 



«« 



My poTVty but not my will eonMntt. 



Bnt to make amends, rince of modish post I hare 
none, except one poor widowed half-sheet of fjHX 
niiich lies in my drawer among my plebeian fools- 
cip pages, like the widow of a man of fashion, 
whom that nnpolite scoundrel. Necessity, has dri- 
ven from Burgundy and Pine-apple to a dish of 
Bohea, witii the scandal-bearing help-mate of a 
village-priest; or a glass of whisky-toddy, with 
te ruby-nosed yoke-fellow of a foot-padding ez- 
dsemaa — I make a vow to enclose this sheet-full 
of epistolary fragments in that my only serap of 
gOt piq^r. 

I am indeed your unworthy debtor for three 
friendly letters. . I oug^t to have written to yon long 
ere now, but it is a literal foct, I have scarcely a 
spare moment; It is not that I wiU wi write to 
yon ; Mjss Burnet is not more dear to her guardian 
angel, nor his grace the duke of * * * * to the 
powers of • • • • tlum my friend Cunningham 
to me. It is not that I cannot write to you : should 
you doubt it, lake the following frty^enl Y(lAfi,\v 
W90 intended for you some time ago^wa^X^ wo^* 
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victim of lnd»l«f ' ta«« 
increasVng w«ght ? 

.urdy worthy of an «n^ 

economy, aodfert^^'y^ 
cable to enjoyment i w 
^t of dexterity In pl 
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f«enes.andmto««^ 
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ing an extended landscape, bat rather for the dis- 
honest pride of looking down on others of our 
feiiow-creaturesy seemingly diminutive in humbler 
stations, &c. &c. 

Sundsy, 14th February, 1790. 

God help me ! I am now obliged to join 
•• Nii^t to day, and Sunday to tiw week.*' 

If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of these 
churches, I am • * • • past redemption, and what 
is worse, • • • • to all eternity. I am deeply read 
in Bo9ioti?$ Fwr-Jbld State, Aiarshai on Sanet^fiea- 
ihn,.Outkri4^» Trial of a Saving Interest, &c; but 
" there is no balm in Oilead, there is no physician, 
there," for me; so I shall e'en turn Arminian, and* 
tnut to ** sineere though imperfect 6bedience." 

Tuesday, l6th. 

Luckily for me I was prevented from the discus- 
sion of the.knotty point at which I had just made a 
full stop. All my fe^ and cares are of this world *: 
if there is another, an honest man has nothing to 
fear from it. I hate a man that wishes to be a 
deist ; buty. I fear every fur unprejudiced inquirer 
most in some degree be>a sceptic. It is not that 
there are any very staggering arguments againcit 
the immortality of man; but, like electricity, 
phlogiston, &c. the subject is so involved in dark- 
ness, that we want data to go upon. One thing 
frightens me much: that we are to live for ever, 
9temB>too good meuft to be true. That we are to en- 
ter into B new eeene oS exi4(eiicey xvYat^ cxs^'os^ 



iron wiDt xad pun, ire fhaU cbJoj CNmelTai and 
•or friends vntbont attiety or aqmrttioo—- hM 
mndi Bhoold I be indebted to waj one wlio coaU 
fiiUj assure me that this was oertaia ! 



31 J time is onoe more expired. I win wxile U 
Mr. Ckcfaom soon. God Ueas him and all Us cm 
cerns ! And maT all the powers that preside am 
coDTiviaUty and friendslup be present with all tbdi 
kindest inflnence, when the bearer of ttds. Mr JSjmt 
and yon meet ! I wish I ooold also make one. 
think we should be • • • 

Finally, brethren, £urewell! Whatsoefer thhs 
are lorely, whatsoe?er things are gentle, wfaatsoeve 
things are charitable, whataoerer things are Idui 
think on these things, and tl^k on 

ROBBKT Buftifs. 



LXXIV. 

TO MR. HILL. 

Enislaiid, 8d Mwrdi* 1790. 

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friend SocieCj 
it was resolved to augment thdr Ubrary by the iol 
lowing books, which yon are to send us as soon a 
possible : The Mirror, the Lounger y Man b/Feelb^ 
Mm of the florid (these, for my own sake, I wis] 
to have by the first carrier), Knoa^s History of tk 
A^brmo/iofi; RafftHistory oftheRebeUkmin 1715 
^TgooaHUtonf 0/ <^ AebeUimv in U45 ; A Dk 
P^P o/tA$ Secettion Act and TettVmwws^V)^ 
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• ; Harvey' i Meditations; j^everidge^s TJuwghU; 
inother copy of fVataon*s Body of Divinity, 
wrote to Mr. A«Masterton three or four months 

to pay some money he owed )ne into your 
Is, and lately I wrote to yon to the same pur- 
, bat I have heard from neither one nor other 
w. . 

addition to the books I commisaoned in my 
I want very rnoch, An Index to the Excise Lowe, 
t Abridgment of all the Statutes now in fovce 
i9€tQthe Ejscise, by Jellinger Symons ; I want 
e copies of this book : if it is now to be had, 
ip or dear, get it for me. An honest coun* 
neighbour of mine wants, too, A Family 
f, the larger the better, but second-handed, for 
oei not choosfB to give above ten* shillings for 
xx>k. T want likewise for myself, as yon can 
them np, second-handed or cheap, copies of 
aifs Dramatid fForkSy Ben Jonson*s, Dryden*Sy 
freve^s, ff^ycherley's, f^anburgh's, Cibber'Sy or 
Dramatic fForks of the more modem, Macklin^ 
Hck, Foote, Colman, or Sheridan. A good 
, too, of Moliere, in FrenQh, I much want, 
other good dramatic authors in that language 
at also ; but comic authors chiefly, though I 
lid wish to have Racine, Comeille, and yoUaire 

I am in no hurry for all, or any of these ; but 
u accidentally meet with them very cheap, get 
1 for me. 

ad now to quit the dry walk of buuness, how 
oa do, my dear friend ? and how is Mrs. Hill ? 
wty if now and then not so elegantly handsome, 
iut as ajniabie^ and sings as ^v\Yi£b[ «& cv^x. 
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My good wife, too, has i^ cbani^iig ** i 
wild ;" now could we four -— * 



I am out of all patience with tlds vile 
one thing. Mankind are hy natnre I 
creatures : except in a few scoundrelly 
I do not think that ararioe of* the good 
chance to have, is bom with us ; but we 
here amid so much nakedness, and hn 
poverty, and want, that we are under a c 
cessity of studying selfishness, in order th: 
EXIST ! Still there are, in every age, a 
that all the wants and woes of Ufe cam 
to selfishness, or even to the necessar 
caution and prudence. If ever I am in 
vanity, it is when I contemplate myself oi 
of my disposition and character. God ki 
no ssunt ; I have a whole host of follies a 
answer for ; but if I could, and I believe 
far as I can, I would wipe away all tean 
eyes. Adieu ! 

. LXXV. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

EllisUmd, 10th A] 

I HAVE iust now, my ever-honoured frien 
a very high luxury, in reading a pap 
Lounger, You know my national, prq 
had often read and admired the Spedmk 
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tttrer^ Rambler ^ and fTorid; hut still with a certain 
regret, that they were so thoroughly aii4 entirely 
English. Alas ! have I often said to myself, what 
are all the boasted advantages which my country 
reaps fh>ni the nnion, that can counterbalance the 
anni hi lation of her independence, and even her 
very name ? I often repeat that couplet of my fa- 
vourite poet. Goldsmith — 

*' ■ states ot native liberty poness'd. 

Though very poor, may yet be very Uess'd." 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common terms, 
" Engtish ambassador, English court," &c. And I 
am out of all patience to see that equivocal charac* 
terj Hastings, impeached by *' the Commons of 
England." Tell me, my friend, is this weak prejn* 
dice ? I believe in my conscience such ideas as, 
** my country; her independence; her honour; 
the illustrious names that mark the history of my 
native land;" &c. I believe these, among your 
tnen of the world, men who in fact guide for the 
most part and govern our world, are looked on as 
80 many modifications of wroug-headedness. They 
know the use of bawling out such terms, to rouse 
or lead the rabble ; but for their own private 
use, with almost all the able statesmen that ever 
existed, or now exist, when they talk of right and 
wrong, they only mean proper and improper, and 
their measure of conduct is, not what they ought, 
but what they dare. For the truth of this 1 shall 
not ransack the history of nations, but appeal to 
one of the ablest judges of men, and himself one of 
the ablest men that ever lived — XYvt c^Oot^^ 



\im 
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eaii of Chesterfirld. In &ct, a man who oonU ^ . 
tbonHisblv control his vices whenever they nts^ ^ 
fered with his interextt, and who oonld mmplrtriy ^l^ 
pat on the appearance of ereiy nrtne as often nil ^ 
suited lus pnrpuees, is, on the Stanhoplan plV| ^ 
the per/eci mas ; a man to lead nations. But ■• ^ 
xieat abilities, complete wilhont a flaw, and fth ^ 
iished without a blemish, the standard of harnn ^^ 
excellence ? This is certainly the staonch opudoa ' 
of men of ike ftorld; but I call on honour, Tiitae, ^ 
and worth, to give the Stygian doctrine a lood ne- 
gative ! However, this must be allowed, tbst, iC i* 
)-oa abstract from man the idea of an yKifttf* 
beyond the grave, then the true measure of huaan 
conduct is proper and improper. Virtue and viiDe, 
as dispositions of the heart, are, in that case, flf 
scarcely the same import and value to the world si 
large, as harmony anid discord in the modificatiflH 
of sound ; and a delicate sense of hononr, like a 
nice ear for music, though it may sometimes i^ 
the possessor an ecstasy unknown to the coaner 
organs of the herd, yet, considering the haish 
gratings and inharmonic jars, in tins ill-taned Mate 
of being, it is odds but the individual woold be as 
happy, and certainly would be as much respected 
by the true judges of society, as it would then 
stand, without either a good car or a good heart. 

Yon must know I have just met with the Mirror 
and Lounger for the first time, and I am quite in 
raptures with them ; I should be glad to have your 
opinion of some of the papers. The one I have just 
read, L<mnger, No. 61, has cost me more honest 
tears than any thing I have read of a long time. 
M'Kenzie has been called the Addison of the Scots; 
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inj opinion, Addison would not be hurt at 
ipariiwn. If he has not Addison's exquisite 
r, he as certainly outdoes him in the tender 
le pathetic. His Man of Feeling (but I am 
ODfliel learned in the laws of criticism), I esti- 
as the first performance in its kind I ever saw. 
. what book, moral or even pious, will the sus- 
ble young mind receive impressions more con- 
a1 to humanity and kindness, generosity and 
svolence ; in short, more of all that ennobles 
BOol to herself, or endears her to others — than 
m the simple affecting tale of poor Harley ? 
Stilly with all my admiration of M'Kenzie's wri- 
sfiy I do not know if they are the fittest reading 
jr a yoong man who is about to set out, as the 
ihnse Is, to make his way into life. Do not you 
.Unk, madam, that among the few favoured of 
Hewen in the structure* of their minds (for such 
thet6 certainly are), there may be a purity, a ten- 
dernessy a dignity, an elegance of soul, which are 
of DO use, nay, in some degree, absolutely disqua-- 
K^g for the truly important business of making a 
mm's way into life. If I am not much mistaken, 
ny gallant young friend, A •****, is very much 
luider these disqualifications; and for the yosng 
females of a family I could mention, well may they 
excite parental solicitude; for I, a common ac< 
qnaintanoe, or, as my vanity will have it, an hum-. 
Ue firiend, have often trembled for a turn of mind 
which may render them eminently happy, or pecu- 
liirty miserable! 

I have been manufacturing some verses lately ; 
bit as I have got the most hurried season of excise- 
bntliiess oftty I hope to have more leisure to tran- 
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scribe any thing that may show how mudi I but -, 
the honour to be. Madam, _ 

Yoariy &c 

# 

LXXVI. ^ 

TO DR. MOORE. 
Dumfries, Exdie^ifllee, iMi July, iTgo> 

Sir, 
Coming into town this morning, to attend my dirty . 
in this office, it being collection-day, I met with i 
gentleman who tells me he is on Us way to Lai- 
don ; so I talce the opportunity of writing to yoi, 
as franlKing is at present under a temporary dettiu 
I shall have some snatches of leisure thmgh fk* 
day, amid our horrid bu^ess and bustle, aad ( 
shall improve them as well as I can; but letiny 
letter be as stupid as*»»»*»»»*, as nit- 
cellaneous as a newspaper, as short as a Irangry 
grace-before -meat, or as long as a law paper In the 
Doufl^ cause ; as ill-spelt as country John's UOet- 
doux, or as unsightly a scrawl as Betty Byre-Mne^ 
ker's answer to it — I hope, considering dream- 
stances, you will forgive it; and, as it will put yon 
to no expense of postage, I shall have the less re- 
flection about it. 

. I am sadly ungrateful in not returning yoo my 
thanks for your most valuable present, Zehico. Id 
fact, you are in some degree blameable for mj neg- 
lect. You were pleased to express a wish for my 
opinion of the wotVl, "wViu^i «a ^^\x«ra^. \&fe^that 
iiotliiiig leas ^?ou\d «cn« xoi w«rw«ssiaa% ^kms\. 
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a formal criticism on the book>. In fact, I have 
dy planned a comparative view of yon, Fleld- 
Richardtfon, and Smollet, in your different 
ities and merits as novel-writers. This, I own, 
ays my ridiculous vanity, and I may probably 
T bring the business to bear ; bat I am fond of 
spirit young Elihu shows in the Book of Job— » 
nd I siud, I will also declare my opinion." I 
I quite disfigured my copy of the book with my 
stations. I never take it up without at the same 
i taking my pendl, and marking with asterisms, 
alheses, &c, wherever I meet with an original 
i|^t, a nervous remark on life and manners, a 
arkably well-turned period, or a character 
died with uncommon precision, 
hoagh I vhall hardly think of furly writing out 
^ Comparative View," I shall certainly trouble 
fftth my remarks, such as they are. 
kave just received from my gentleman, that 
rldsiynmons in the book of Revelations — ** That 
me shall be no more I** 

he little collection of sonnets have some charm- 
poetry in them. If indeed I am indebted to the 
anthor for the book, and not, as I rather sus- 
ty to a celebrated author of the other sex, I 
■Id certiunly have written to the lady, with my 
cfbl acknowledgments, and my own ideas of the 
ipwative excellence of her pieces. I would do 
last, not from any vanity of thinking that my 
laiks could be of much consequence to Mrs. 
thy but merely from my own feelings as an an- 
r, doing as I would be done by. 
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LXXVII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

81 

Dear Madam, 
After along da/s toil, plague, and ca 
to write to yoxL. Asic me not why I hi 
no long ? It was owing to hurrj, in 
lifty other things ; in short, to any thi 
KCtfuluess of ia plus ahnabie de ton i 
bye, you are indebted your best court 
this last compliment, as I pay it froi 
conviction of its truth — a quality n 
compliments of these grinning, bow 
times. 

Well, I hope writing to pou will ea 
troubled soul. Sorely has it been bn 
A ci-devant friend of mine, and an 
quaintance of yours, has given my feeli 
that I perceive will gangrene dange 
rnre. He has wounded my pride ! 



LXXVIII. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 



EUisland, 8th / 
Forgive me, once dear, and ever dei 
!^ee ming negligence. You cannot sit dc 
the busy life J lead. 

I laid down my g^oose feather to be 
for an apt simile, MidYi^^Q>m«A^ck»v)L^ 
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tiy grannum at a family christening ; a bride on 

the market-day before her marriage ; * * * 

• ••••••••« 

• • • • • a tarem-keeper at an election* 

dinner; Ac. &c. — bat the resemblance that hits my 

hocf beft, U that blackguard mi^reant, Satan, 

wko rofuns about like a roaring lion, seeking, ttarch-' 

kig whom he m^y devour. However, tossed about 

M I am, if I choose (and who would not choose) to 

VM down vnth the crampets of attention the bra- 

im fonndatloD of integrity,^! may rear up the sa-' 

penUnctore of Independence, and, from its darim 

tarreti, bid defiance to the storms of fate. Apd !•- 

not tfak a ** consummation devoutly to be wished ?'*' 

^' Thj spirit* Independence, let me ihare; 

Lord of the Uon-hetrt, and eagle-eyel 

Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare. 

Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky!** 

Are not these noble verses ? They are the intro- 
duction of Sfnottei'8 Ode to Independence ; if you 
liave not seen the poem, I will send it to you. 
How wretched is the man that hangs on by the fa* 
Yours of the great ! To shrink from every dignity 
of man, at the approach of a lordly piece of self, 
consequence, who, amid all his tinsel glitter and 
atately hauteur, is but a creature, formed as thou 
art — and perhaps not so well formed as thou art— 
came into the world a puling infant as thou didst, 
and most go out of it, as all men must, a naked 
corae.* \ 

• The preceding letter explains the feelings under whidi 
this was written. The strain of indignant invectiYe goes on 
aonie timelongei in the style whidi our Bard was too «^*^\a 
indolfe^Mtdof'irMsthtliereidOThAtalxeiftj t(Ma«owMifeu 

VOL^ I, 1 
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LXXIX. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

NoTeinbar, ]79n* 
'* As cold waters to a thirsty soul, so is good oem 
from a for country." 

Fate has long owed me a letter of good newsfiroo 
yon, in return for the many tidings of sorrow wluch 
I have received. In this instance I most corc^attj 
obey the apostle — '' Rejoice with them that do re- 
joice/' — for me, to skig for joy, is no new thing; 
but to preach for joy, as I have done in the com- 
mencement of this epistle, is a pitch of extravagant 
rapture to which I never rose before. 

I read your letter — I literally jumped for joy— 
How could such a mercurial creature as a foet 
lumpishly keep his seat on the receipt of the best 
news from his best friend ? I seized my gilt-head- 
ed Wangee rod, an instrument indispensably neces* 
sary in my left hand, in the moment of inspiration 
and rapture ;. and stride, stride — qmck and quicker 
— out skipped I among the broomy banks of Nith,to 
muse over my joy by retfdl. To keep within the 
bounds of prose was impossible^ Mrs. Little's is a 
more elegant, but not a more sincere compliment, 
to the sweet little fellow, than I, extempore almost, 
poured out to him in the following verses.* 

I am much flattered by your approbation of my 
Tarn & Shanter, which you express in your fonner 
letter ; though, by the bye, you load me in that s^ 

• See the poem^— Oii\te "Bvctb. c^ ^•g<ni ftw ww; y a>><afia^ 
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er with accusations heavy and many; to all 
jdi I plead, ftoi gtnlty ! Your book is, I bear, 
the road to reach me. As to printing of poetry, 
m yoa prepare it for the press, you have only 
{pell it right, and place the capital letters pro- 
ty : as to the punctuation, the printers do that 
Dsdves. 

have a copy of Tarn o' Shanter ready to send 
by the first opportunity : it is too heavy to send 

)08t. 

heard of Mr. Corbet lately. He, in oonse- 
noe of your recommendation, is most zealous to 
re me. Please favour me soon with an account 
our good folks ; if Mrs. H. is recoyering, and the . 
Dg ^ntleman doing well. 

LXXX. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

EUisland, SSd January,. 1791 • 

!fY happy returns of the season to you, my 
r Mend! As many of the good things of this 
as is consistent with the usual mixture of good 
evil in the cup of being ! 
have just finished a poem, which you will re- 
e enclosed. It is my first essay in the way 
ales. 

have these several months been hammering at 
elegy on' the amiable and accomplished Miss 
net. I have got, and can get no farther than 
fbllowing fragment, on which please give me 
• Btticturea, In all kinds of poetic com^vXSfincL 
^nat spore by jonr opinion 5 but Vn fien^m^TA.^ 
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versen, in the poetry of the hetrt^ bo RonMaCM 
lie ever set more Vahie on the infalliUlity if 
Holy Father than I do on yoon. - - 

1 mean the inliodnctoryeon|»lets as text 

" hitb vsffx oniltvd in lo xifh a pffM," te. 
Let me hear from yon soon. AcHen ! 

LXXXI. 

TO MR. PETER HILL. 

17th Jamuffy, in 

Take these two guineas, and place them < 
agidnst that *••••• account of yonrs ! which 

gagged my mouth these fire or six months ! 1 
as Uttle write good things as apologies to the m 
owe money to. O the supreme curse of mal 
three guineas do the business of five ! Not aU 
labours of Hercules ; not all the HebrewsT t] 
centuries of Egyptian bondage, were such an 
auperable business, such ^•♦••••••tM 

Poverty ! thou half-sister of death, thov en 
german of hell ! where shall I find force of est 
tiea equal to the ami^tude of thy demerits ? 
pressed by thee, the venerable ancient, grown || 
in^he practice of every idrtue, laden with yean 
wretchedness, implores alitUe — little aid to 
port his esdstence, from a stony-hearted ao 
Mammon, whose sun of prosperity never knc 
doud; and is by him denied and insulted, 
pressed by thee, the man of sentiment, wboae 1 
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fivwith iodependencey and melts with seiuibi- 
r» hdj pines under the negteet, or writhes in Ut- 
ness of sonl mder tiie coBtumcly of arroftant, ibk 
iing wealth. Oppressed by thee, the son of ge- 
IS, whose ill-starred ambition planto him at the 
Ues of the feshiooable and p<dite, most see in 
fiering silence his remark neglected, and his per- 
Q despised, while shallow greatness, in his idiot 
tempts at wit, shall meet with countenance and 
(dause. Nor is it only the family of worth that 
jne reason to complain of thee : the children of ^^ 
Dy and vice, though in common with thee the off- 
ring of evil, smart equally under thy rod. Owing 
thee, the man of unfortunate disposition and 
giected education, is condemned as a fool for his 
ripadon, despised and shunned as a needy 
ctdi, when his follies as usual bring hite to want ; 
i when his unprindpled necessities drite him to 
honest practices, he is abhorred as a miscreant, 
1. perishes by the justice of his country. But far 
lerwise is the lot of the man of feonily and for- 
le. His early follies and extravagance are spirit 
I fire ; kis consequent wants are the embarrass- 
■ts of an honest fellow; and when, to remedy 
i natter, he has gfdned a legal commission to 
ndier distant provinces, or massacre peaceful nft- 
BS, he returns, perhaps, laden with the spoils of 
fae and murder; lives wicked and respected, and 
s B •*•••♦* and a lord. — ^Nay, worst of all, alas, 
helpless woman ! the needy prostitute, who has 
vered at the comer of the street, waiting to earn 
5 wages of casual prostitution, is left neglected 
i Insulted, ridden down by the chariot wheels of 
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the coroneted Rip, hurraing on to th^gnlli 
nation; she who wkhoat the same neoeii 
plead, riots mgfatly in the same guilty tradk 
• . Wdl ! Divines may say of it what thej 
bat execration is to the mind what phleboto 
the body : the vital slnioes of both are woi 
relieved by their respective evacnadons. 

LXXXII. . 
TO A. F. TYTLER, ESQ. 

Sir, 
Nothing less than the nnfortnnate aoddei 
met with could have prevented my grateful 
ledgments for your letter. His own favouril 
and that an essay in a walk of the muses 
new to him, where consequently his hopes f 
were on the most anxious alann for Us si 
the attempt ; to have that poem so much «| 
by one of the first judges, was the most 
vibration that ever trilled along the hear 
of a poor poet. However, Providence,' to 
the proper proportion of evil with the gooi 
it seems is necessary in this sublunary state, 
proper to check my exultation by a very seri 
fortune. A day or two after I receivMl yoi 
my. horse came down with me and broke 
arm. As this is the first service my arm ] 
me since its disaster, I find myself unab 
more than just in general terms to thank 
tUs additional instance of your patron 
frieodsbip. 'As to the iwoita ^oi^oi ^t«Qta 
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hot, they are trnly there : one of them, the hit at 
be lawyer aod priest, I shall cat out : as to the fall- 
Bg off in the catastrophe, for the reason you justly 
Mwe, it cannot easily be remedied., Your appro- 
Mtion, sir, has given me such addidonal spirits to 
penerere in. this species of poetic composition, 
diat 1 am already revolving two or three stories in 
mj fancy. If I can bring these floating ideas to 
bear any kind of embodied form, it will give me an 
idftitional opportunity of assuring you how much I 
have the honour to be, &c. 

LXXXIIL 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

EUisland, 7th Feb. 1701. 

HThbn I tell you, madam, that by a fall, not from 
ny horse, but with my horse, I have been a cripple 
NMne time, and that this is the first day my arm and 
lind have been able to serve me in writing, you 
fQl allow that it is too good an apology for my 
icemin^y ungrateftil silence. I am now getting bet- 
STy and am able to rhyme a little, which impUes 
KHne titrable ease; as I cannot think that the 
most poetic genius is able to compose on the rack. 
I do not remember if ever I mentioned to you my 
bttving an idea of composing an elegy on the late 
Miss Burnet of Monboddo. I had the honour of 
being pretty well acquainted with her, and have sel- 
dom felt so much at the loss of an acquidntance, as 
when I heard that so amiable and accomplished a 
l^ece of God's works was no more/ I \Sis^ ^ ^t. 
xme no farther thaok the f<^0¥mis tniiS(ikfiXL\.) ^"^ 
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LXXXIV. 
TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE. ' 

Acknowledging a present of a vahtabie Snqfiboa, 
with a Jine picture of Mary, Queen of Scots, on 
the Lid. 

My Lady, 
Nothing less than the anlacky accident of having 
Istdy broken my right arm, could have prevented 
me, the moment I received your ladyship's elegant 
inesent by Mrs. filler, from returning yon my 
warmest and most grateful acknowledgments. I 
amire your ladyship I shall set it apart : the sym* 
bob of religion shall only be more sacred. In the 
moment of poetic composition, the box shall be my 
inspiring genius. When I would breathe the com- 
prehensive wish of benevolence for the happiness of 
)diers, 1 shall recollect your ladyship : when I would 
interest my fancy in the distresses incident to hu- 
manity, I shall remember the unfortunate Mary. 

LXXXV. 
TO MRS. GRAHAM, OF PINTRY. 

Madam, 
i¥HETHER it is that the story of our Mary, Queen 
>f Scots, has a peculiar effect on the feelings of a 
joet, or whether I have in the enclosed ballad suc- 
^eeded beyoad my usual poetic sncceaa, \)uiQi^ tk^X. \ 
n it has pleased me beyond any efSott ol tk<| toASift 

i2 
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for a good while put ; od that aoeoBDt I eiK 
|HUtlciilul;toyoa. Itlltrae, thcpnritjofni 
tivH may be nipected. I wn alreadj deej 
debted to Mr. O— — '• goodncM ; uid. whU, 
luual leaf I o/mat, i( of infinltelr greater impoi 
MFi G. can do me len^ce of tbe utmost fanpo 
in time to come. I ww born • poor dog; aiui 
em I may eccaiioiiaUr pick ■ bettei bone 
nud to do, I know I most live and die poor ; 
will indulge the flattering f^ib. that my poeti 
eonaUerably outlive my poreny ; uid, Mtho 
foMJMisflbctation of ipirit,! can proHdaeandi 
tfau It muEt be- no ordiuarf enving of the 
thall ever make me do any thing iq)aiiou 
hosen fame of the former. Whatever may 
failing*, for foiling! are a put of hninan 1 
' nuqr they erer be those of a generooi heart 1 
independent mind ! It li no &nlt of miae 
wai bom to dependence; nor is it Mr. O 
chlefnt praise thai he eao commend influenci 
it ii bis merit to betlow, not only with the 
neu of a brother, bnt with the polilenen of 
tlenian; and I tnut it ahall be mine to recri* 
thankfolneis, and remember with nntiraL 
in^titnde. 

LXXXVI. 

TO TRK REV. Q. BAIRD. 

Way lUd joa, my dear ^, write to me in 1 
herittting st^ OD the butbien of poor E 
BW'tlknvWiBBAlistcl'MAWft'Aaevtt.iti 
pecaHMr Hla> iktX vitf&c teAk Na ^^ >a> 
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kave yoar dioice of all the nnpoblifllied poems 
«; and had your letter had my directHm. so aa 
we reached me sooner ^t only came to my hand 
■oment) I should have directly pot yon oat of 
•hae on the snhject. I only ask that soon pie- 
f adfertiaement in the hook, as wellaa thesnh- 
doB-biUs, may bear, that the pablicatiflo Is 
r te the benefit of Brace's mother. I woald 
Oft it In the power of ignorance to sormise, or 
« to Insinnatey that I dubbed a share In the 
Ihun mercenary motives. Nor need yon give 
«dlt for any remaikable generosity in my part 
5 business. I have snch a host of peceadillMs, 
ga, fblHeSy and backslWings (anybody bnt my- 
ni^t perhaps give some of them a worse ap- 
Aon), that by way of some balance, however 
ig, in the account, I am fsdn to do any good 
Kcnrs in my very limited power to a feUow- 
ire, just for the selfish purpose of dearing a 
the vista of retrospection. 



LXXXVII. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

EUidand, S8th Fdmury, 1791. 
not know, sir, v^hether you are a sabacriber 
w^s j4ntiquiiiet of Scotland, If yon are, the 
sed poem will not be altogether new to you. 
on Orose did me the favour to send me adoaen 
9 of the proof-sheet, of which this is one. 
Id you have read the piece befoK, still tlua wUL 
r ^e^ri/icipaitfiid Ihavein view v^t''W^«>^'«^ 
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me another opporttmlty of thanking yon for ill ; 
goodness to the nutic bard; and ijso of tiur 
yaa, that the abtlitiei yon hne ben pleaae 
commend ud pottonlte, are still empk^ed In 
w«y Ton wish. 

Tbe Blegf on Captabt Hendertn Is a lilbal 
the memory of a man I lored mnch. PoelB ha 
this the same advantage aa Roman CatboUci ; 
canbeof serrieeto their friendi^ter they han 
that bonm where all other klndneu ceaiea to 
any arall. Whether, after all, dther the one o 
other be of any real service to the dead, in, I 
very problematical: bat 1 am snre they are h 
gratifying to the living t and, as a very orth 
text, I forget where in Scripture, says, " wfaalti 
is not of Mih, is «in ;" so say I, whatsoever 1 
detrimental to society, and Is of potdtive enjoyi 
Is of Qod, the fiver of all good things, and ong 
be recdvedand enjoyed by his creatnres with tl 
fill delight. Asahnost alimy religions tenets I 
nate from my heart, I am wonderfully pleased 
the idea, that I can still keep op a tender li 
course with the dearly beloved friend, or still : 
dearly beloved mislress, who is gone to the wm 
spirits. 

IHie ballad on Qneen Mary was begnn wh 
vnis bniy with Percft Rtliguet b/ EnflUli Pc 
By the way, how mnch Is every honest heart, n 
has a tinctnre of Caledonian pr^ndice, oblige 
yon for your glorious story of Buchanan and 7^ 
'Twaa aa nnequivocal proof of your loyal galle 
of Bonl, giving Targe the vietory< I shonld 
been mortified to the Bt(Kni4Vfio«\wA -to*.. 
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I hare just read over once more of many times, 
jour Zeluco, I marked with my pencil, as I went 
•kngy every passage that pleased me particularly 
above the rest ; and one, or two I think, which 
with hnmble deference, I am disposed to think une- 
qial to the merits of the book. 1 have sometimes 
thoiight to transcribe these marked passages, or at 
least 80 mudi of them as to point where they are, 
and send them to yon. Original strokes that strongly 
depict the human heart, is your and Fielding's pro- 
vince, beyond any other novelist I have ever per- 
used. Richardson indeed might perhaps be es^pt* 
ed ; but, unhappily, his dramaiu perscntB are beings 
of some other world ; and however they may capti- 
vate the inexperienced romantic fancy of a boy or a 
g^"!, they will ever, in proportion as we have made 
human nature our study, dissatisfy our riper minds. 

As to my private concerns, I am going on^ a 
nughty tax-gatherer>before the Lord, and have lately 
had the interest to get myself ranked on the list of 
exdse as a supervisor. I am not yet employed as 
such, but in a few years I shall fall into the file of 
sopervisorship by seniority. I have had an immense 
loss in the death of the earl of Glencaim, the pa- 
tron from whom all my fame and good fortune took 
its rise. Independent of my grateful attachment to 
him, which was indeed so strong that it pervaded 
my very soul, and was entwined with the thread of 
my esdstence *. so soon as the prince's friends had 
got in (and every dog, you know, has his day), my 
getting forward in the excise would have been an 
easier business than otherwise it will be. Though 
this was a cousnmmation devoutly tobe^^Yi^^^^^X 
iAank Heaven, I can live and rhyme ^ \ ^xcl \ wA. 
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as to my boys, poor little fellows ! if 1 oumot plan 
them on as high an eleration in life asl eoold wiA, 
I shall, if I am favoaredfio much of the Dispoaerof 
events as to see that period, fix them on as'hRNii 
and independent a basis as possible. Among the 
many wise adages which have been treasvved up by 
our Scottish ancestors, this is one of the test, 
JMter be the head q' the comnumaitfy me the tak t* 
the gentry. 

But I am got on a subject, which, however Inter- 
esting to me, is of no manner of oonseqeenoe to 
yon; so I shall give yon a short poem on the 
other page, and dose lids' with assuring yon how 
sincerely I have the honour to be yours, Ac. 



Written on the blank leaf of a book wMch I pre^ 
sented to a very yoong lady whom I had fonneriy 
characterised under the denomination of The Rete- 
bud. 

LXXXVIII. 

TO THE REV. ARCH. ALISON. 

EUisUmd, near DumfiriM, 14lhF«b. 1791. 

Sir, 
You must, by this time, have set me down as one 
of <the most nngratefui of men. Yon did me the 
honour to present me with a book which does lu>- 
nonr to sdence and the intellectual powers of many 
and 1 have not even so much as acknowledged the 
receipt of it. The fact \ft, ^cwi y*"*^^ ^w^xa Wame 
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for it. Flattered as I was by your telling me that 
you wished to hare my opiDion of the work, the 
old spiritual enemy of mankind, who knows' well 
that vaidty is one of the uns that most easily beset 
ar, put it into my head to ponder over the perform- 
aooe with the look-out of a critic, and to draw up, 
insooth, a deep-learned digest of strictures, on a 
composition, of which, in fact, until I read the 
book, I did not even know the first principles. I 
own, sir, that, at first glance, several of your pro- 
Hslliom startled mc as paradoxicaL That the 
Mortiai clangor of a trumpet had something in it 
vanly more grand, heroic, and sublime, ^than the 
twingle twangle of a jews-harp ; that the delicate 
flexure of a rose-twig, wheu the half-blown flower 
is heavy with the tears of the dawn, was infinitely 
more beaudfiil and elegant than the upright stub of 
a burdock ; and that from something innate and 
independent (Si all association of ideas; — these I 
had set down as irrefragable, orthodox truths, until 
perusing your book shook my fokh. — In short, sir, 
except EudkP^ Elements of Geometry, which I made 
a shift to unravel by my father's fire-side, in the 
winter evenings of the first season I held the plough, 
I never read a book which gave me such a quantum 
of information, and added so much to my stock of 
ideas as your " Euayt on the Principles of Taste.** 
One thing, sir, you must forgave my mentioning 
m m mcommon merit in the work, I mean the 
liBgnage. To clothe abstract philosophy in ele- 
gance of style, sounds something Uke a contradic- 
tion 'in terms; but you have convinced me that 
tW^ are qaite compatible. 



I enclose you some poetic bagatelles < 
composition. The one in print is my fir 
the way of telling a tale. 

lam, 

LXXXIX. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

leth Ma 
If the foregoing piece be worth your 
let me liave them. For my own part, a 
I have just composed always appears i 
double portion of that parti^ medium In 
autlior will ever view his own works. I 
general, novelty has something in it that 
.' ' ) the fancy, and not unfrequently dissi 

. Tv fumes away like other intoxication, and 

poor patient, as usual, with an aching 
' [ -'■ . striking instance of this might be addu< 

.7 . : revolution of many ah3rmeneal honey^nK 

j^ijl ' [ . lest I sink into stupid prose, and so sacrilei 

.^j[t: ' . trude on the office of my parish priest, 

■i'T ■ ' up the page in my own way, and ^ve yc 

'.-. \ '. song of my late composition, which wi 
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If you like the air, and if the staozas hit your 
fancy, you cannot imagine, my dear Mend, how 
Binch yott will oblige me, if, by the charms of 
your dielightfnl voice, you would give my honest 
effusion to " the memory of joys that are past !" to 
the few Mends whom you indulge in that pleasure. 
But I have scribbled on till I hear the clock has 
intimated the near approach of 

" That hour, o' night'f black arch the key^stane." 

So, good night to you ! Sound be your sleep, and 
delectable your dreams ! — A-propos, how do you 
like this thought in a ballad I have just now on the 
tapis ? 

I kN»k to ttie west when I gae to zest* 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be ; 
For far in the west is he I lo'e best. 

The lad that is dear to my babie and me ! 

Good nighty once more, and Ood bless yon ! 
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LETTERS 

OP 

ROBERT BURNS, 



xc. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 11th April, ITQl* 
once more able, my honoured friend, to re* 
jba, with my own hand, thanks for the many 
nces of your friendship, and particularly for 
kind anxiety in this last disaster that my evil 
IS had in store for me. However, life is che- 
ed — joy and sorrow — for oh Saturday mom- 
EUit, Mrs. Bums made me a present of a find 
rather stouter, but not so handsome as your 
Ml was at his time of life. Indeed I look on 
little namesake to be my chef (Fmvnre in 
species of manufiacture, as I look on Tarn o^ 
4er to be my standard performance in the 
eal line. TIs trae both the one and the other 
»rer a spice of rogmah v(?y(g(Sbr) ^^ m^^k 
\ps, he 2A well sj^ared: WX ^«Bk >^^s^ ^^ 
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•bow, in my outmoBv a fovce of fnuu^ and a 
CBi«k'mc potish, that I despair of ever exceflBi^. 
Mr>. Bim* i« c?ttic£ «toct uun, md laid at taftily 
abrxit ber :i>-dAf ac breakCKt, a« a rraper from the 
cani-nii;fe. Tbas L< the pecvliar priTilegs ud 
hle>.<;ns of f>nT hak «pii2fatlTdaiiiscb, that are bred 
aaioor the A'vjr «ii^ hfeiker. We cannot hope ivr 
tSai h'lzYil} p'jiL'hed mind, that charming delicac; 
of C'liil, which i< foand among the female world 
ID the more elevated stations of life, and which if 
cert^nlT by £ar the most bewitching charm in the 
fomoas ce»ta9 of Venns. It is, indeed, snch an !■• 
estimable txeasnre, that where it can be had in its 
native heavenly parity, unstained by aome one or 
other of the many shades of affectation, and ni- 
alloyed by some one or other of the many spedvf 
of caprice, I declare to Heaven, I shonld tUnk it 
cheaply parchaved at the expense of every other 
earthly good ! But as this angelic creature b, i am 
afraid, extremely rare in any station and rank of 
life, and totally denied to soch a hamble one a? 
mine; we meaner mortals must pot np with the 
next rank of female exodlenc^ — as fine a figure and 
face we can produce as any rank of life whatever ; 
nistic, native grace ; unaffected modesty, and an- 
inllied purity ; nature's mother-wit, and the mcU- 
menti of taste ; a simplicity of soul, unsuspicioDS 
of, because unacquainted with, the crooked ways of 
a selfish, interested, disingenuous world ; and the 
dearest charm of all the rest, a yielcUng sweetness 
of disposition, and a generous warmth of heart, 
grateftil for love on our part, and ardently ^wing 
with a more than equal return : these, -with a 
healthy frame, a sound, vigorous constitntioui 
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which your higher ranks can scarcely ever hope to 
enjoy, 9re the charms of lovely woman in my hum- 
ble walk of life. 

This is the greatest effort my broken arm has yet 
made. Do let me hear^ by first post, how cher petti 
Monsieur comes on idth his small-pox. May Al* 
mighty goodness preserve and restore him ! 



XCI. 

TO • • • 



Dear Sir, 
C AM exceedingly to blame in not writing you long 
ago ; but the truth is, that I am the most indolent 
of all human beings ; and when I matriculate in 
the herald's office, I intend that my supporters 
shall be two sloths, my crest a slow-worm, and the 
motto, ** Deil tak the foremost !" So much by vny 
of apology for not thanking you sooner for your 
kind execution of my commission. 

I would have sent you the poem : but somehow 
or other it found its way into the public papers, 
where you must have seen it. 



I am ever, dear sir, yours sincerely, 

Robert Burnsi 



iw 



master there, J^ , ^j one or t 
under tbe u- u i 

*^ !.». if ». mau ot »eu»iu 

smch 18 my irien" , 

^t8 him with h«t^^„„ 

is imperNioas *»* "^j^ a cu 
1 ? Ct «^« oTimpiet, 

I •°.*^;of ashehasbeen^t 
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• 

dog very nearly related, and whom this 

age have had the honour to prodnce. 
aame the historian of Charles V.* I 
rough the medinm of^his nephew's in- 
X Mr. Clarke is a gentleman who will 
even his patronage. I know the merits 
thoroughly, and say it, that my friend 
sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance, and 
)d help the cMldren of dependence! 
persecuted by tlieir enemies, and too 

almost unexceptionably, received by 
s with disrespect and reproach, under 
guise of cold civility and hundiiating 

to be a sturdy savage, stalking in the 
lis independence, amid th^ solitary 
deserts ; rather than in civilized Ufe> 
tremble for a subsistence, precarious ai 

of a fellow-creature ! Every man has 
md no man is without his failings ; and 
t -privileged pl^n-dealing of friendiship, 
he hour of my calamity, cannot reach 
dping hand, without at the same time 
r those failings, and apportioning them ' " 
in procuring my present distress. My 
fluch the world calls ye, and such ye 
elves to be, pass by my virtues if yoa 
lo, also, spare my follies : the first will 
ay breast for themselves, and the last 
k enough to the ingenuous mind without 
lince deviating more or less ftom. the 
tpriety and rectitude must be incident 

bertion wai uncle to Mr. Cunningham. 
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''Wh entitle* him tot 
-m the other. Uo 



TO THE EAl 

when I would thank vo 

y-- We done n,?Tn k 

^he coronation of the" 
fi«^enthn«la«nhi«^, 
^'^nour to write to ^r 
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vn^g his bust. I shall trouble your lordship 
h the subjoined kropy of them, which, I an 
lid, will be but too convincing a proof how une- 
d I am to the task.* However, it aflbrds me an 
Kntonitj of approaching your lordship, and de- 
ring how sincerely -and gratefully I have tht 
nour to be, &c. 



XCIV. 

TO LADY E. CUNNINGHAM. 

My Lady, 

rouLD, as usual, have avtdled myself of the pri- 
ige your goodness has allowed me, of sending 
I any thing P compose in my poetical wa^r ; but 
I had resolved, so soon as the shock of my irre- 
id>Ie loss would allow me, to pay a tribute to ny 
5 benefactor, I determined to make that the first 
ce I should do myself the^iononr of sending you. 
d the wing of my fancy been equal to the ankrar 
my heart, the enclodsed had been much more 
rthy your perusal 2 as it is, I beg leave to lay k 
fonr ladyship's feet. As all the world knows my 
igaUons to the late earl of Glencaim, I wonld 
ih to show as openly that my heart glows, and 
ill ever glow, with the most grateful sense and 
nembrance of his lordship's goodness. The la- 
8 I did myself the honour to wear to his -lord* 
p's memory, were not the ^* mockery of woe.", 
r shall my gratitude perish with me !— If^ among 

b2 



poem UU.J . . 

•ome way or other, give it to 



XCV. 



TO MR. AIN 



My dear Ainslie, 
Can you minister to a mind 
amid the horrors of ponitt 
head-ache, nausea, and all 
hounds of hell, that beset ; 
been gnilty of the sin of 
speak peace to a troubled s< 

Miserable perdu that I : 
thing that used to amuse 
must I sit, a monument ( 



•-«•• ^»l» 4»M al^ 
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the face, every one telling a more bitter tale than 
his fellow. — ^When I tell you even * * » has lost 
its power to please, yon will guess something of my 
hdl within, and all around me. — I began Elibankt 
and EHbraeSy but the stanzas fell uneujoyed and 
unfinished from my listless tongue ; at last I luckily 
thought of reading over an old letter of yours that 
lay by me in my book -case, and I felt something, 
for the first, time since I opened my eyes, of plea- 
surable existence. Well — 1 begin to breathe a 

little, since I began to write you. How are you ? 
and what are you doing ? How goes law ? A-pro- 
pos, for connexion's sake, do not address to me sn- 
pervisor, for that is an honour I cannot pretend to 
— I am on the list, as we call it, for a supervisor, 
and will be called out by and by to act as one ; but 
at present I am a simple ganger, tho* t'other day T 
got an appointment to an excise division of 25/. per 
arm. better than the rest. My present income, 
down money, is 70/. per arm. 



I have one or two good fellows here whom, you 
would be glad to know. 



XCVI. 

TO MISS DAVIES. 

It is impossible, madam, that the generous warmth 
and angelic purity of your youthfal mind can have 
any idea of that moral disease under which I un- 



the of Kfe 

chBDgea i ihat to make h< 
bkllad, ia downright nux 
feel)ag«{ 'tis like an impc 

Giacioiu HcRi-cn ! why th 
wiihei and our powers ? ft 
with to make others bleil, i 
— as the idle breeze that i 
sen ? In my it-alki of life 
people fo whom how gladl 
" Go, be happy ! I know ihii 
wouDdcd by the acorn of th< 
haa placed above you — or 



\ 
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Why, dear madam, must I wake fro 

^^Q;htfiil rererie, and fibd it all a drea 

^mid my generous enthusiasm, must I 

1>^>or and powerless, incapable of wipin 

^v^m the eye of pity, or of adding one 

"^lie friend I love ? — Ont upon the woi 

'^lat its aflUrs are administered so ill ! H 

Reform ; — good Heaven I what a refor 

Ynake among the sons, and even the d 

anen! — Down, immediately, should go 

t.lie high places where misbegotten chance 

^hent up, and through life should they 

liaunted by their dative insignificance, a 

inarches accompanied by its shadow. — As 

more formidable class, the knaves, I a 

irhat to do with them : — had I a world, tl 

not be a knave in it. 



Bnt the hand that could give, I wou 
fill ; and I would pour delight on the 
rould kindly forgive and generously love 

Still, the inequalities of life are, ai 
comparatively tolerable — bnt there is a 
temkmesSy accompanying every view ii 
can place lovely Woman, that are grated 
ed at the rude, capricious distinctions 
Woman is the blood-royal of life : let 
slight degrees of precedency among thei 
them be all sacred. — Whether this last 
^ right or wrong, I am not accountabl 
^^iginal component feature of my mind. 



EIUbIUM 



Masy thanks to you, ma^; 
Sing the little floweret 

1 bope myi ^ ^^^ 

be answered np to iu 
fuUest extent; and then K 

Uttle darling tbe ^S 
In every thing but his aonc 
^rCe3ust finished the* 

a hidy the descendant of V^ 

:/hi' truly lllustnotfs lu 

• thcr of several soldiers, n 

apology. 

^.FareweU thou fair day. flio 



brunV iDto a modest 

it dewy dawD, I ahail fiod 

for yoo. ji Dieaje 



TO MRS. 

Sth JunuuT, ITpf. 
«e tny linrried life, mKdam ; 1 can ouljr oom- 
■tarts of time ; however, I am glad of one 
} itnce I finisbed the other sheet, the political 
that threatened my welfare is orerBloTrp. I 
correapouded with commissioner Qraham, for 
Mrdhad tnade me thesnbjectof thdr animad- 
inB ; and now I have the pSeaanre of informing 
Hax all is set to righte in that quarter. Now 
llieee infoimera, may the devil be let loose tf> 
bat hold t I waa praying moEt ferrentlf in my 
iheet, and I must not so soon fall a awearinf; - 

la ! Iiow little do (he wantonly or idly offlcioa* 
: what mischief they do by their malicious in- 
tiona, indirect Impertinence, or thoughtlen 
tags ! What a difference there is In intrinsic 
k, candoar, beneroloice, generosity, klndnens 
all the charities and all the rirtnes, between 
Ibh of human beings and another ! For In. 
e, the amiable drde 1 so lately mixed with b 
oipltable liall of D • ■ *, their generona heant 
drBneontaminated dignified mindi — th^ in- 
)d and polished understandings— wbal a con- 



SKELLIB. PRINTER. 

DamfMei, Etd Jaaarf, ITSb 
', to totroduce a Toang UAj 
e Grit rank of faabion, too. 
Trho care no more for the 
ogng Udica, than foil do tor 
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the herd of airimals called young gentlemen. To 
jM-^wbo de8[Hse and detest the groupings and 
conbinatSonB o( fkishion, as an idiot painter that 
iecnu Indnstrioiis to place staring fools and nnprin- 
dpfed knaves in the foreground of his picture, 
w/hSHe men cf sense and honesty are too often 
difown in the dimmest shades. Mrs. Riddel, who 
frill take this letter to town with her, and send it 
to yon, is a character that, even in your own way as 
a naturalist and a philosopher, would be an acquisi- 
tion to your acquidntance. The lady too is a votary 
of the mnses ; and as I think myself somewhat of a 
Jodge in my own trade, I assure you that her verses, 
alu^nys correct, and often elegant, are much beyond 
the common run of the lady-poetetses of the day. 
She is a great admirer of your book ; and, hearing 
me say that I was acquainted ynth you, she begged 
to be known to you, as she is just going to pay her 
ifartt visit to our Caledonian capital. I told her that 
her best way was, to desire her near relation, and 
your intimate friend, Craigdarrocb, to have yon at 
his house while she was there ; and lest yon might 
think of a lively West Indian girl of eighteen, as 
giris of eighteen too often deserve to be thought of, 
I should take care to remove that prejudice. To be 
impartial, however, in appreciating the lady's me- 
rits, she has one unlucky failing : a foiling which 
yon will easily discover,, as she seems rather pleased 
with indulging in it ; and a failing that you will as 
etdly pardon, as.it is a sin which very much besets 
yourself; — where' she dislikes or despises, she is 
apt to make no more a secret of it, than where she 
esteems and respects. 
J will not present yoa with lYi« xaxne^vo^ c«m< 



^d honour to Human »»'»'* 



C. 
TO MR- ^' 



rid to thy ^P-- 
the luminous path of tny 
Sloulookest benignly do« 
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For file ! I am a beast^ a reptile^ and know no- 
thing * From the cave of my ignorance, amid the 
fogs of my.dnlness, and pestilential fumes of my 
pjDlitical heresies, I IooIe np to thee, as doth a toad 
through the iron-barred lucerne of a pestiferow 
dmgeon, to the cloudless glory of a summer sun ! 
Sorely sighing in bitterness of soul, I say, when 
shall my name be the quotation of the wise, and my 
countenance be the delight of the godly, like the il- 
lustrious lord of Laggan's many hills ? * As for him, 
his works are perfect : never did the pen of calumny 
blur the fair page of his reputation^ nor the bolt of ' 
hatred fly at his dwelling. 

• «•••• 

Thon mirror of purity, when shall the elflne lamp 
of my glimmerous understanding, purged from sen- 
sual appetites and gross desires, shine like the con- 
stellation of thy intellectual powers ? — ^As for thee, 
thy thoughts are pure, and thy lips are holy. Ne- 
ver did the unhallowed breath of the powers of 
darkness, and the pleasures of darkness, pollute the 
sacred flame of thy sky-descended and heaven- 
bound desires : never did the vapours of impurity 
staiSn the. unclouded serene of thy cerulean imagi* 
nsdon. O that like thine were the tenor of my life ! 
like thine the tenor of my conversation ! then should 
no friend fear for my strength, no enemy rejoice in 
my weakness ! then should I lie down and rise up, 
and none to make me afttud. — May thy pity and thy 
prayer be exercised for, O thou lamp of wisdom and 
mirror of morality ! thy devoted slavcf 

• Mr. Nicol. 

i Thii itraiJi of irony was excited by a Vettei Qi)kt«^Nacii« 
lyntaining good advice. 



^.a««.jb I wrote to yoa 
have not had time to 
say that I had not time, 
the three demons, indol 
have 8o completely shai 
as not to leave me a five 
up a pen in. 

Thank heaven, I feel n 
with the renovating yea 
earnest take np Thomso. 
thinks I have used him ii 
with too much* appearand 
Do you know the much-ai 
called The Suior't Dochter 
ite of mine, and I have wi 
of my best songs to it. 
was sung with great appla 
circles by M^jor Robpr*-'-- 
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Bcss ? I do not know that my name is matriculated, 
at the heralds call it, at. all: but I have invented 
trms for myself, so you know I shall be chief of the 
name ; and, by courtesy of Scotlatid, will likewise 
be entitled to supporters. These, however, I do 
not intend having on my seal. I am a bit of a he- 
nldy and shmll give yon, secundum artem, my arms. 
On a iield, aznre, a holly bush^ seeded, proper, in 
base; a shepherd's pipe and crook, saltier- wise, 
abio proper, in chief. On a wreath of the colours, a 
wood-lark perching on a sprig of bay-tree, proper, 
for crest. Two mottoes: round the top of the 
crest, ff^ood notes wild; at the bottom of the shield, 
in tlie nsnal place. Better a wee bush than nae bield. 
By the shephenl's pipe and crook I do not mean 
the nonsense of painters -of Arcadia, but a Stock 
and HwHy and a Chdty such as you see at the head 
ol Allan Ramsay, in Allan's quarto edition of the 
Qmtle Shepherd, By the bye, do you know Allan ? 
He must be a man of very great genius — Why is ht 
not more known ? — Has he no patrons ? or do 
*' Poverty's cold wind and crushing rain beat keen 
and heavy" on him ? I once, and but once, got a 
glance of that noble edition of that noblest pastoral 
in the world ; and dear as it was, I mean, dearas to 
my pocket, I would have bought it, but I was told 
that it was printed and engraved for subijicribeni 
only. He is - the ofdy artist who has hit getmhte 
pastoral eottume. What, my dear Cunningham, is 
there in ridies, that they narrow and harden the 
hflirt so ? I think, that were I as rich as the son, 
I should be as generous as the day ; bnt as I have 
no reason to imagine my soul a nobler one than any 
other msui'g, I must conclude that wealix\i VmyAXXft^ 



TO HRS, DUHLOP. 

AnoH Wun- Foot, M i 
Do not blame me for It, Madam — : 
■c'tence, hackncjed and weather'bealc 
. mitclilnj and reproving mj Tagaiici, 
lence, ftc. has contintied to blame an 
(nffldentlf. 



Do TOO Ibink it po«tU>Ie, mj dear ■ 
Mend, that 1 amid be lo loet to gndb 
biDun ; to esteem for mnch worth. 
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A-propos ! (though how it is ^-propos, I have not 
leisure to explsun.) Do you know that 1 am almost 
in love with an acquuntance of yours ?. Almost I 
aald I — I am in love, souse! over head and ears, 
deep as the most unfathomable abyss of the bound- 
less ocean ; but the word Love, owing to the inter^ 
mingiedonu of the good and the bad, the pure and 
the impure, in this world, beii^g rather an equi- 
vocal term for expressing one's sentiments and sen- 
sations, I must do justice to the sacred purity of my 
attachment. Know, then, that tlie heart-struck 
awe, the distant humble approach, the delight we 
should have in gazing upon and listening to a Mes- 
senger of Heaven, appearing in all the unspotted 
purity of his. celestial home, among the coarse, pol- 
luted, far inferior sons of men, to deliver to them 
ti£ng8 that make their hearts swim in joy, and 
their imaginations soar in transport — such, so de- 
fil^ting and so pure, were the emotions of my soul 
on meeting the othe^day with Miss L * • B * • •, 
your neighbour at M * * » *. Mr. B. with his 
two daughters, accompanied by Mr. H * * * of 
G • • « *, passing through Dumfries a few days 
ago, on their way to England, did me the honour 
of calling on me; on which I took my horsie 
(though God knows I could ill spare the time), and 
aooompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, and 
dined and spent the day with them. Twas about 
nine, I think, when I left them ; and, riding home, 
I oomposed the following ballad, of which you will 
probahly think you have a dear bargain, as it will 
cost you another groat of postage. You must know 
that there is an (ddJ>allad beginning with— 



So nnicb for balladfl. I regi 
to the east country, as 1 am 
aboat a fortnight, lliis worl 
standing it has many good th 
ever had this curse, thatlwo < 
would be the happier the oftei 
ther, are, almost without e3 
' placed as never to meet but oi 

which, considering the few ye 
is a very great ** evil under tl 
not recollect that Solomon h; 
catalogue of the miseries of m 
I lieve that there is a state of es 

1 fpnLve, where the worthy of t 

j their former intimacies, with i 

i tion, that ** we meet to part no 
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«>me conrteoiu ghost would blab it out !*' 
cannot be ; yon and I, my friend, must mal 
experiment by ourselves, and for ourselves. 
ever, I am so convinced that an unshaken fa 
the doctrines of religion is not only necesss 
making us better men, but also by making u 
pier men, that I shall take every care tha 
little godson, and every little creature that shi 
me &ther, shall be taught them. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, writ) 
tUs wild place of the world, in the inten 
my labour of discharging a vessel of rum 
Antigua. 

cm. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Dumfries, loth Sept. : 

No ! I will not attempt an apology. Amid 
hurry of business, grinding the faces of the po 
and the sinner on the merciless wheels of tl 
dae ; making ballads, and then drinking, anc 
ing them ; and, over and above all, the con 
the press-work of two different publications 
still I might have stolen five minutes to dedi( 
one of the first of my friends and fellow-crei 
I might have done, as I do at present, snatcl 
hour near ** witching time of night," and sa 
a page or two. I might have congratulat 
friend on his marriage; or I might have tb 
the Caledcmian archers for the honour the 
done me (though to do n^yself justice, I ini 
to have doM both in rbymCy else I had dom 

VOL. II. c 



t C3 



"^^^•^^n'if'o^^^'^^te ford o' «^'tv. 
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prating advocate, or the tete of a tea-sipping gossip, 
while their tongues ran at the light horse gallop of 
cllsli-maclaFer for ever and ever>-come and assist 
a poor deidl who is quite jaded in the attempt to 
share half an idea among half an hundred words ; 
to fill up four quarto pages, while he has not got ' 
one sfngle sentence of recollection, information, or 
remark, worth putting pen to paper for. 

I feel, I feel the presence of supernatural asdst- 
ance ! circled in the embrace of my elbow-chiurj^ 
my breast Istbours like the bloated Sibyl on her 
three-footed stool, and like her too, labours with 
Nonsense. Nonsense, auspicious name ! Tutor, 
friend, and finger-post in the mystic mazes of law; 
the cadaverous paths of physic ; and particularly in 
the sightless soarings of school divinity, who, 
leaving Common Sense confounded at his strength 
of pinion. Reason, delirious with eyeing his giddy 
flight ; and Truth creeping back into the bottom <tf 
her well, cursing the hour that ever she offered her 
scorned alliance to the wizard power of TheoSoji^ 
Vidon — raves abroad on all the winds. " On earA, 
Discord! a gloomy Heaven above, opening her 
jealous gates to the nineteen thousandth part of 
the tithe of mankind ! and below, an inescapable . 
and inexorable Hell, expanding its leviathan jaws 
for the vast residue of mortals ! ! !" O doctrine! 
cmnfortable and healing to the weary, wounded 
soul of man ! Ye sons and daughters of affliction, 
ye pmwrei mUerablet, to whom day brings no plea- 
sure, and night yields no rest, be comforted. " Tib 
but one to nineteen hundred thousand that your 
situation w)U mend in this world:" so, tlaal thfc 
ejgterieace of the poor and the nse^^ Xmi <a&«!». 
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affirms; and, 'tis nineteen hundred thooiabd t^ 
one bnt the dogmas of • * * *, that yon will be 
damned eternally in the world to come ! 

Bat of all Nonsense, Reli^oos Nonsense is the 
most nonsensical ; so enough, and more than enough 
of it. Only, by the bye, will you, or can you tell 
me, my dear Cunningham, why a sectarian turn ot 
mind has always a tendency to narrow and illd)e- 
ralize the he.irt? They are orderly; they may be 
just ; nay, I have kno^vn them merciful ; but stSl 
your children of sanctity move among their fellow- 
creatures, with a nostril-snuffing putrescence^ and 
a foot-spurniug filth ; in short, with a conceited 
dignity that your titled • • • • • • • 

• • • or any other of- your Scottish lordUngs 
of seven centuries standing, display when they ac- 
cidentally mix among the many-aproned sons of 
mechanical life. I remember, in my plough-boy 
days, I could not conceive it possible that a noble 
lord could be a fool, or a godly man could be a 
knave. How ignorant are plough-boys! Nay, I 
have since discovered that a godly woman may be a 

• • • #!— But hold— Here's fye again — this 
rum is generous Antigua, so a very unfit men- 
struum for scandal. 

A-propos ! How do you like, I mean realty like, 
the married life ? Ah ! my friend, matrimony is 
quite a different thing from what your love-sick 
youths and sighing girls take it to >e! But mar- 
riage, we are told, is appointed by Grod, and I shall 
never quarrel with any of his institutions. I am a 
husband of older standing than you, and shall give 
you my ideas of the conjugal state {en pasaant^ ypn 
know 1 am no Latinist : is not cor^ugal derived horn 



L 
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jtigtimf a yoke ?) Well, then, the scale of good 
wifeship I divide into ten parts: — Good-natare> 
four; Good Sense, two; Wit, one; Personal 
Charms, liz. a sweet face, eloquent eyes, fine limbs, 
gnoefal carriage (I would add a fine waist too, bat 
that is so soon spoilt you know), all these, one ; as 
ftr the other qualities belonging to, or attending 
OB a wife, such as Fortune, Connexions, Educatiou 
(I mean education extraordinary), Family Bloody 
&C., divide the two remaining degrees among them 
as yoa please ; only remember that all these minor 
properties must be expressed hy /^actions, for there 
is not any one of them, in the aforesaid scale, en- 
titled to the dignity of an integer. 

As for the rest of my fancies and reveries — how I' 
latdy met with Miss L • • ♦ * B * « • *, the most 
beautiful, elegant woman in the world — how I ac- 
companied her and her father's family fifteen miles 
OD their journey out of pure devotion, to admire the 
hyreliiiess of the works of God, in such an un- 
equalled display of them — how, in galloping home 
at night, I made a ballad on her, of which these 
two stanzas made a part — 

Thou, bonnie L * * *, art a queen. 

Thy subjects we before thee ; 
Thou, bonnie L • • % art divine. 

The hearts o* men adore thee. 

The very Deil he could na scathe 

Whatever wad belang thee I 
He^d look into thy bonnie face. 

And say, * I canna wrang thee 1* 

•^Behdd all these tilings are written in the chro,- 
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mdes of my imaginations, and shall be read b^ 
thee, my deair friend, and hy thy betoved sporae, bj 
other dear friend, at a more coorenient season. 

Now, to thee, and to thy before-designed bo$om- 
companion, be given the precious things brought 
forth by the snn, and the precious things bronght 
forth by the moon, and the benignest inflnences of 
the stars, and the living streams which flow from 
the foontains of life, and by the tree of life, for ent 
and ever! Amen! 

CIV. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Dumfries, l6th Sept. 1792. 
Sir, 
I HAVE just this moment got yonr letter. As the 
request you make to me will positively add to my 
enjoyments in compl>'iug with it, I shall ^ter into 
yonr undertaking with all the small portion of 9bi- 
Hties I have, strained to their utmost exertion b^ 
the impulse of enthusiasm. Only, don't hurry me ! 
*' Deil tak the hindmost," is by no means the cri de 
guerre of my muse. Will you, as I am inferior to 
none of you in enthusiastic attachment to the poetry 
and music of old Caledonia, and, since you re<iue8t 
it, have cheerfuUy promised my mite of assistance- 
will you let me have a list of your urs, with the first 
line of the printed verses you intend for them, that 
I may have an opportimity of suggesting any altera- 
tion that may occur to me. You know 'tis in the 
way of my trade ; still leaving you, gentlemen, the 
undoubted right of publishers, to approve cft n^ect; 
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at your pleasure, for your own publication. A-pro- 
po»! if you are for English vers§s, there l^ on my 
part, an end of the matter. Whether in the sim- 
plidty of the bs^lad, or the pathos of the song, I 
can only hope to please myself in being allowed at 
least a sprinkling of our native tongue. English 
verses, particularly the works of Scotsmen, that hai» 
merit, are certainly very eligible. Tweedside I Aht 
the poor shepherd's moumfuifate ! Ah I Chris could 
I now but sii, &c. you cannot mend; but such' iii'r 
lipid stuff as. To Fanny fair could I impart , &c., 
usually set to The MUl, Mill 0, is a disgrace to the 
collections in which it has already appeared, and 
would doubly disgrace a collection that will have 
the v^ry superior merit of yours. But more of this 
in the. farther prosecution of the business, if I am 
called on for my strictures and amendments — I 
say amendments ; for I will not alter except where 
I myself at least think that 1 amend. 

As to any remuneration, you may think my songs 
either above or below price ; for they shall absolutely 
be the one or the other. In the honest enthusiasm 
with which I embark in your undertaking, to talk 
of money, wages, fee, hire, &c. would be dawnright 
prostitution of soul! A proof of each of the songs 
that I compose or amend, I shall receive as a favour. 
In the' rustic phrase of the season, " Gnde speed 
the warkr 

I am. Sir, 
Your very humble servant, 

R. Burns. 

P. S. I have some particular reasons for wishing 
my interference to b& known as little as \}os&ibte« 



" Will ye go to the India, iBjr TltrjP 

Galla iraler, and Aald Bob Morrit, 1 1 
niost probably be the nest subject of id; 
Howeret, even on my vertts, apeak ont 
ttdiuns with eqaal freakoeas. My wish 
^tand aloof, the nncomplflDg bigot of (i 
bat cordially to joiu issue with yon In tl 
anre of the norli. 



■nry to nfn th* nadir fn t 
tiy Ihs aulhoi iriU only be |i 
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let it enter into your iiead, that you are under any 
necesttity of taking my verses. I have long ago 
made np my mind as to my own reputation in the 
business of authorship; and have nothing to he 
fdeased or offended at» in your adoption or rejection 
> of my verses. Though you should reject one-half 
of what I i^ve you» I shall hs pleased with your 
sdoptioig the other half, and shall continue to serve. 
yoR with the same assiduity. 
' In the printed copy of my Nanie O, the name of 
the river is horridly prosaic. I will alter it, 

'« Behind yon hillji wbert Lugar flows,** See, 

See Songt, 

Girvan is the name of the river that suits the idea 
of the stanza best, but Lugar is the most agreeable 
modulation of syllables. 

I will soon give you a great many more remarks 
OD this business ; but I have just now an opportunity 
of conveying you this scrawl, free of postage, an 
expense that it is ill able to pay : so, with my best 
compliments to honest Allan, Good be wi' ye, &c 

Friday night. 



Saturday morning. 

As I find I have still an hour to spare this mom- 
iag before my conveyance goes away, I will give 
yoB Nanie O at length.* 

Yonr remarks on Ewe-bughts, Marion, are just : 
stiU it has obtained a place among our more das- 
iicai Scottish Songs ; and what, with many beauties 

• SeeSongt, 

c 2 




vOl Ve M obficuf M t» let mt km them fai the 
propoirtiOB of ikffc bo«i to OBC pil,IiMlte« 
mwA tke BOie ploRd. 1 kope, if 1 wmw^mtd 
frith them, to show a Kt of hois Ootwillioho- 
Boor to KT caics wmiwamti hot I am boC Cfqri to 
the t»k of rcarioc fiili. Bcades, !«■ toopmr; 
a giri shoald alwavv haw a intnie. A-fvopii! 
yoor Rttle godsoo is ihriviBg ckarmiiigly, hot is t 
rcry drril. Ho, thoofk two jam y o oo g er , kw 
oooipfetrlr Bastciod his brothor. Bobort is iodeed 
the mildet, goDtlcst creatorr I ever saw. He has a 
most snrprisiDg mcmoryy aod'is qoite the pride of 
biS schoolmaster. 

Von know how readily we get iato prattle upon a 
subject dear to oar heart : yoo cao ezcose it. God 
blew you and yours ! 

C\'I1. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Suppoted to have been teritim on the Death of 
Mrs, H** *, her Daughter. 

I HAD been from home, and did not receive your 
Urttcr until my return the other day. What shall I 
itiiy to comfort you, my much-valued, much afflicted 
friend ! I can but grieve with yon j consolation I 
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have none to offer, except that which religion holds 
out to the children of affliction — ChUdrm ^4|9l0- 
timi! — bow just the expression! and like every 
other family, they have jnatters among them, which 
tbey hear, see, and feel in a serious, all-important 
manner, of which the world has not, nor cares to 
have, any idea. The world looks indifferently on, 
makes the passing remarl{, and proceeds to the next 
novel occurrence. 

Alas, inadam ! who would wish for many years ? 
'VfYaX Is it but to drag existence until our joys gra- 
diniuly expire, and leave us in a night of misery ; 
like tbe gloom which blots out the stars^ne by one, 
from the fiice of night, and leaves us without a ray 
of comfort in the howling waste ! 
. I am interrupted, and must leave off. You shall 
soon hear from me again. 

CVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

November 8th, 179$. 
If yon mean, my dear sir, that all the songs in your 
collection shall be poetry of the first merit, I am 
afraid you will find more difficulty in the undertaking' 
than you are aware of. There is a peculiar rhyth- 
mus In many of our airs, and a necessity of adapting 
syllables to the emphasis, or what I would call the 
feature notes Of the tune, that cramp the poet, and 
lay-bim under almost insuperable difficulties. For 
instance, in the air, My wife*9 a wanten wee thing, 
if a few lines smooth and pretty can be adapted to 
k, it Is all you can expect. TV« toYLwtot'^ct^ 



3S »«»»*'« i.«TrBi 

made extempore to Vt\indXliMgi^» oa/Sutfti 
I might give you something moce j^oSHud 
mi^t not suit the light-hone gjlUtip of tkt 
well as this random cUniL. 



t< 



She !■ a wtuoBM ins thing,** te. 



I hare jnst been looiiing over the CoUk^^i 
Dochter: and if the following rfaapsodsr, n 
composed the other day, on a churning A 
girly Miss * * *» as she passed throng tld 
to England, unll suit yoor taste better th 
Collier Lassie, foil on and welcome. 

«« O saw ye bonnie Lesley," Ac. 

I have hitherto deferred the sobllmer, m 
thetic mrs, until more leisure, as they wll 
and deserve, a greater effort. However, t) 
all put into your hands, as clay into the h; 
the potter, to make one vessel to houour^ a 
other to dishonour. Farewell, &c. 

CIX. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

WITH ** HIGHLAND MARY." 
« Ye banks, and braes, and stxcams around,** 

14th Novembari 
My dear Sir, 
I AGREE with you that the song, Katharine < 
very poor stuff, and unworthy, altogether i 
thy, of so beautiful an air. I tried to mend 
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-the awkward sonnd Ogie recurring so often' in the 
rhyme, spoils every attempt at introdacing scnti- 
ment into the piete. The foregoing song pleases 
nnrself ; I think it is in my happiest manner ; you 
Will see at first glance that it suits the air. llie 
subject of the song is one of the most interesting 

'ponages of my youthful days ; and [ own that I 
ihonld be much flattered to see the verses set to an 
air which would ensure celebrity. Perhaps, after 
all, 'tis the still glowing prejudice of my heart, that 
throws a borrowed lustre over the merits of the 
composition. * 

I have partly taken your idea of Auld Rob Morris, 
1 have adopted the two first verses, and am going 

•on with the song on a new plan, which promises 

' pretty wdl. I tHke up one or another, just as the 
bee of the moment buzzes in my bonnet-lug ; and 
do you, sans ceremonie, make what use you choose 
of the productions. Adieu ! &c. 

ex. 

« 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Dumfries, IstDec 1792. 
Your alterations of my Nanie are perfectly right. 
So are those of My voif^s a wanton wee thing. Your 
aiteration of the second stanza is a positive improve- 
ment. Now, my dear sir, \nth the freedom which 
characterizes our correspondence, I must not, can- 
not alter Bonnie Lesley. You are right, the word 
" Akf^iander" makes the line a little uncouth, but 
1 think the thought is pretty. Of Alexander, be- 
Srond aU other heroes^ it maybe said, in the sublime 



nade sic anither." nunc*^ 
make it dtber way. " Cale< 
yoa, is not so good a word 
though it is sanctioned in thn 
Allan Ramsay : bat I caonot I 
species of stanza b the mos 
erer tried. 

The Lea-rig is as fdlows. 
tht 4w0 fint sianzas, at htfa 
in a4dUkm,J 

{ The hunter lo'ei the inor 

To rouse the mountain 
At noon the fisher seeks 

Along the bum to stee 
Ole me the hour o' gloanr 

It maks my heart sae > 
To meet thee on the lea 

My ain kind dearie, C 
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CXI, 
TO MH. THOMSON. 

WITH.'' AULD ROB MORRIS." 
•( TherePi silld Rob Morrii tliat worn in yon l^*" &c. 

AND ** DUNCAN GRAY.** 
•« Duncan Gray cam here to woo,** dec. 

4th December, 1792* 

The fDregoing I sabmit, my dear sir, to your better 
judgment. Acquit them, or condemn them, as 
l^emedi good in your sight. Duncan Gray is that 
kind of iight-horse gallop of an sdr, which precludes 
' sentiment. The ludicrous is its nding feature. 

CXII. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

DiimfHet, 6th Dee. 179^. 

I SHALL be in Ayrshire, I thinlc, next week ; and, if 
at all possible, I shall certainly, my much-esteemed 
friend, have the pleasure of yisiting at Dunlop- 
Hoflne. 

Alas, madam ! how seldom do we meet in this 
world, that we have reason to congratulate ourselves 
on accessions of happiness ! I have not passed half 
the ordinary term of an old man's life, and yet, I 
scarcely look over the obituary of a newspaper, 
ihat Ida not see some namea thai \ Wi^ VD»«r&.^ 



one period of the same Ufc mc 
few years ago, I coald have 1 
** careless of the voice of th< 
not a few, aiid these most 
would, on losing me and mi 
their " staff and shield." B 
less ones have lately got an 
having given me a fine prl 
There is a charming passage 
and Ekamra — 

•« The valiant in himae^, wl 
Oc what need he regard his 

As lam got in the way of c 
you another from the same p 
too peculiarly apposite, my 
present frame of mind : 
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rtve or detentAve, amid the straggle of this turbulent 
existence. Of these is one, a very favourite one; 
fh>m lus Alfred : 

f Attadi thee firmly to the virtuous lieeds 
And offices of life ; to life itself. 
With all its vain and transient joys, sit loose." 

Probably I have quoted some of these to you for- 
merly, as indeed when I write from the hearty I am 
apt to be guilty of such repetitions. The compass 
of the heart, in the musical style of expression, is 
much more bounded than that of the imagination ; 
so the notes of the former are extremely apt to ran 
Into one another ; but in return for the paucity of 
its compass, its few notes are much more sw^t. I 
most still give you another quotation, which I am 
almost sure I have given you before, but I cannot 
resist the temptation. The subject is religion — 
speaking of its importance to mankind, the author 
says, 

- «< 'Tis this, my friend, that streaks our morning bright.** 

I see yon are in for a double postage, so I shall 
e'en scribble out t'other sheet. We, in this country 
here, have many sdarms of the reforniing, or rather 
the republican spirit, of your part of the kingdom.. 
Indeed we are a good desd in commotion ourselves. 
For me, I am a placeman, you know ; a very humble 
one indeed, heaven knows, but sdll so much so as 
to gag me. What my private sentiments are, yon 
will &id out without an interpreter. ' 

I hinre taken up the subject in another vlew^ andl 
the aiber day, far a pretty actreai?« "toi^X li^igpx^V 



"«» in person at I 
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€t 



O PoQrtith cau 



AND " c 



^ABfv returns of the 
^^KoTan^'^P 
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to my taste, and I will add to every genuine Ckle- 
donian taste) with the simple pathos, or r«tic 
sprightliness of oar natiye mnsic^ than any En^A 
rerses whatever. 

The very name of Peter I^ndar is an acqoiritloa 
to yoor work. His Gregory is beautifuL 1 baie 
triced to give yon a set of stanzas in Scots, on the 
same subject, which are at your service. Not that I 
intend to enter the lists with Peter ; that wonld be 
presumption indeed. My song, though much in- 
'ferior in poetic merit, has I think more of the bal- 
lad simpUdty in it. 

*' O mirk, mirk U this midnigfat hour," te. 

' My most respectful compliments to the hoDOV- 
able gentleman who fevoured me with a postscript 
in your last. He shall hear from me and receive Ul 
MSS. soon. __ ^ 

cxv. * , 

TO MR. THOMSON. rr^cir 

WITH " MARY MORISON.*' ^i^Z.€ 

«« O Mary, »t thy windoW be/' Ite. " " 

SOthlUxdw ITBL 
My Dear Sir, 
The song prefixed is one of my juvemle workf. I 
leave it in- your hands. I do not think it very re- ^-,, 
markable, either for its merits or demerit!. It is ^ 
impossible (at least I feel it so in my stinted powcn) ^ 
to be always original, entertaining, and witty. 
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What is become of the list^ &c. of your songs ? 
1 shall be out of all temper with you by-and-by. I 
kare always looked upon myself as the prince of 
indolent correspondents, and valued myself accord* 
kigly; and I Wui not, cannot bear rivalship from 
yon^ nor any body else. 

TO MISS B«M»«««, OP YORK, 

Slst Mazch, 179s. 

Madam, 
Among many things for which I envy those hale^ 
kmg-lived old felloiys before the flood, is this in 
fiirticular, that when they met with any body after 
dieir own heart, they had a charming long prospect 
of many, many happy meetings with them in after- 
life. 

Now, in this short, stormy, winter day of our 
fleeting existence, wlien you now and then, in the 
Chapter of Accidents, meet an individual whose ac- 
quaintance is a real acquisition, there are all the 
probabilities agidnst you, that you shall never meet 
with that valued character more. On the other 
band, brief as this miserable being is, it is none of 
the least of the miseries l>elonging to it, that if there . 
it any miscreant whom you hate, or creature whom 
yon .despise, the ill-run of the chances shall be so 
•gainst you, that in the overiakings, turnings, and 
Jontlings of life, pop, at some unlucky comer, eter- 
mlly comes the wretch upon you, and will not 
illow your indignation or contempt a momeiiCtk t«.«^ 




.0".- Su-^ .'K 
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liappyy I shall say or sing, '' Sae meiry as we 
ebeoi !" and raising my last looks to the whole 
an raee, the last words of the voice of CoUa* 
. be, ** Good night and joy be wi' yon a* !" So 
li for my laM words : now for a few present re- 
m, as they have occurred at random on looking 
four list. 

XT first' lines of 7*he kut time I came c^er the 
*, and several other lines in it, are beantifnl ; 
In my opiidon — pardon me, revered shade 
•miay ! the song is unworthy of the divine fdr. 
A try to make or mend. Far ever. Fortune, wUt 

pmee, is a charming song! but Logan Ifwrn 
lAtgan brace, are sweetly susceptible of rural 
psry : I'll try that likewise, and if I succeed, the 
r song may dass among the English ones. I 
smber the two last lines of a verse, in some of 
old songs of Ldgan Heater (for I know a good 
y different ones) which I think pretty. 

" Now my dear lad maun fiuie hit fiwi. 
Far, fiur frae me and Logan braes,** te;.t 

^ Pattie is a lover gay, is unequaL ** His mmd 
srer muddy," is a muddy eiqpression indeed. 

*' Then 111 resign, and marry Pat^ 
And syne my ooAemony.*— 

U8 is surely fat unworthy of Ramsay, or your 

inms here ealls himsdf the Voice qfOMa, in imitation 
■rim, who denominates himadf tlie Voice qf Cona. 
merry a»wtt£ hat been; and QoodniglU and Joy be 
ipK a% are the names of two Seottish tunci. 



9« was mistaken in supporing it to be a song of the 
1 Xtami it Is the produetioii of Mr. J<An llayne. 

OL. II. D 



«e.:i"Mr.ErskinewUlta* 

^twoclwiM,one,Ithii 
aad the other from Ayrshi 
,001. The foUowing ane 

S^d^whoh^U^thela 

I can, on such authorities 

AUan Ramsay was resic 

the then earl, father to c 

noon, riding or walking 

' and Allan passed a swe* 

^ter, stiU called "Pat 

1 Ss Was "tedding hay. 

My lord ohserved to AUi 

theme for a song. Rami 

gertog hehind, he com| 

z-i.:«v, Vio nmdnced at oi 
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pretty, follow, as an English set. The Banks of the 
Dee, is, you know, literally Langolee, to slow time. 
Hie song is well enough, bnt has some false imagery 
In it : for instance, 

" And iweeUy tlie nightingale sung ftam the tree*** 

In the first place, the nightingale sings in a low 
bnsh, but never from a tree ; and in the second 
place, there never was a nightingale seen or heard, 
on the banlts of the Dee, or on the banks of any 
other river in Scotland. Exotic rural imagery is 
always comparatively flat. If I could hit on another 
stanza, equal to The small birds r^oice, &c., I do 
myself honestly avow, that I think it a superior 
song. John Sanderson my jo — the song to this 
tune in Johnson's Museum, is my composition, and 
I think it not my worst : if it suit you, take it, and 
welcome. Your collection of sentimental and pa- 
thetic songs, is, in my opinion, veiy complete ; but 
not so your comic ones. Where are Tullochgorum, 
Lumps 0* fiuddin, Tibbie Fowler, and several others, 
which, in my humble judgment, are well worthy of 
preservation ? There is also one sentimental song 
of mine in the Museum, which never was known 
oat of the immediate neighbourhood, until I got it 
taken -down from a country girl's singing. It is 
called Craigiebum fFood ; and, in the opinion of 
Mr. Clarke, Is one of the sweetest Scottish songs. 
He is quite an enthusiast about it : and I would take 
his taste in Scottish music against the taste of most 
oonnoissenrs. 

Yon are quite right in inserting the last fire in 
fonr list^ thoaj'fa they are certainly li\«>h. ShepYierdt, 
'AaveiM^my lave/ is to me a heavenly ^x— «''v\a^ 



Mr. Erskine's song 
^«fe is dirine. 

Let me know just 
hints. 



TO MI 



I HAVE yonra, my dea 
answer it and your ft 
way of saying whateve 
The business of man' 
begiuning, what fiddler 
a rub to ns poor rhyme 
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trade. Of pathos, sentiment, and point, you are a 
complete judge ; but there is a quaUty more neces- 
sary than eithes, in a song, and which is the very 
essence of a ballad, I mean simplicity: now, if I 
mistake not, this last feature you are a little apt to 
sacrifice to the foregoing. 

Ramsay, as every other poet, has not been always 
equally happy in his pieces ; still I cannot approve 
of taking such liberties with an author as Mr. W. 
proposes doing with The last time I came o*er the 
moor. Let a poet, if he chooses, take up the idea of 
another, and work it into a inece of his own ; but to 
mang^ the works of the poor bard, whose tuneful 
tongue is now mute for ever, in the dark and nar- 
row house ; by Heaven 'twould be sacrilege ! I grant 
that Mr. W.^s version is an improvement; but I 
know Mr. W. well, and esteem him much; let him 
meod the song, as the Highlander mended his 
gun; — he gave it a new stock, a new lock^ and a 
new barrel. 

I do not by this object to leaving out improper 
stanzas, where that can be done without spoiling the 
whole. One stanza in The lass o* Patie's MilliaxMt 
be left out : the song will be nothing worse for it. I 
am not sure if we can take the same liberty with 
Com rigs are bonme. Perhaps it might want the 
last stanza, and be the better for it. Cauld kail in 
Aberdeen you must leave with me yet awhile. I 
have vowed to have a song to that air, on the lady 
whom I attempted to celebrate in the verses. Poor- 
tith cauld and restless love. At any rate my other 
woDg, Green grow the rashes, will never suit. That 
song is current in Scotland under the.old title, and 
to the merry old tune of thaK uame^ ^\kSc^ fA cnQx%& 



woold mar the progmi of jo 
Yoar book will be the itan^ 
the fatnre : let thii idea ercr ki 
theaknn. 

I lend a Bong, od ■ celebrMi 
tlT, to uiit BoiMie Dundee. 1 1 
to the MOI mm 0.» 

ne lot llnu I eaau itet tkt 
attempt to make a Scots loog 1 
be the English set. ' Vod thai 
When yon go to London on tl 
come bj DmuMei ? 1 bare Mi 
alia br me wbicb I have pickec 
ilngii^ of coBntTT lauea. Th 
hot Tour, learned lugt^ would ] 
irith the very feature for whiel 
them limple ; yoo would prono 
jon know a fine air called J»e 
I baie • Mmg of canBiderafale n 
adoK yon both the soag and 
readf to send to Johnaon's Mu 
UkewiM, to me, a beautiful 11 
taken down from viva roM. , 



ie 100% here moitLoDBd, b, O 
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CXIX. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

April, 179s. 
My dbar Sir, 
I RAD scarcely pat my last letter into the post-office^ 
when I took up the subject of The last time I came 
c*er the moor, and, ere I slept, drew the outlines 
of the foregoing. How far I have succeeded, I 
> leave on this, as on every other occasion, to yon to 
decide. I own my vanity is flattered, when yon 
(^ve my songs a place in your elegant and superb 
worlc ; but to be of service to the work is my first 
wish. As I have often told you, I do not in a single 
instance wish you, out of compliment to me, to in- 
sert any thing of mine. One hint let me give yoa>— 
whatever Mr. Pleyel does, let him not alter one iota 
of the original Scottish airs : I mean in the song 
department ; but let our national music preserve its 
native features. They are, I own, frequently wild 
and irreducible to the more modem rules ; but on 
thai very eccentricity, perhaps, depends a great 
part of their efiect. 

cxx. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

JuM, 1703. 
When I tell you, my dear sir, that a fnendof ndne, 
in whom I am much interested, has fEiUen a sacri- 
fice to these accursed times, ysa yiVSX«M^^fi^fs« 



iliat ii mtgbt unhinge me for doiog any 
liallaita. My own km, tu to pecuniar 
iritliD)r; but the total ihId of a much-l 
]i a loss indeed. Pacdon my seeming 
tn yoor last commoDds. 

I cannot alter the dilpnted lines 
mill O. What jou think a defect, I 
poaitlie beauty ; so yon «ee bow do 
1 shall now, vilii as much alacrity as I 
to on with yoar commandi, 

Vou know Frazer, the hautboy pla; 
burgh — he is here, instmctiDg a buid 
:i fcncihlc corps quartered in this coani 
many of his ain tbat please me, there 
kuiiwu aa a reel, by the name of TAe Qn 
and which 1 remember a grand aunt c 
to sing, by the name of Liggeram Con 
tree lass. Mr. Frazer plays it slow, l 
expression that quite charms me. I bee 
enthusiast about it, ihat I made a song 
I here sut^oio ; and enclose Frazer*! 
tune. If they Ut yonr fancy, they are 
vice ; if not, r«tnm me the tune, and ] 
in Johnson's Mnienm. I think the_so 



1 should wish to hear bow this plea 
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CXXI. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

25th June, 1793. 
Have yoa ever, my dear sir^ felt your bosom ready 
to burst with indignation on reading of those mighty 
villidns who divide Icingdom against kingdom, de- 
solate provinces, and lay nations w^te, out of the 
wantonness of ambition, or often from, still more 
igdoble passions ? In a mood of this \dnd to-day, 
I recollected the air o^ Logan ff^ater; and it oc- 
curred to me that its querulous melody probably 
had its origin from the plaintive indignation of 
some swelling, suffering heart, fired at the tyrannic 
strides of some public destroyer ; and overwhelmed 
with private distress, the consequence of a country's 
ndn. If I have done any thing at all Hke justice 
to my feelings, the following song, composed iiT 
three-quarters of an hour's meditation in my elbow 
chidr, ought to have some merit. 

" O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide,** See 

Do you knovr the following beautiful little frag- 
ment in Witherspoon's collection of Scots songs ? 

Air— «* Hughie Graham.** 

" O gin my love were yon red rose. 
That grows upon the castle wa't 
And I mysel* a drap o* dew. 
Into her bonnie breast to fs' ( 

d2 
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Clarke, who wrote down the air from Mrs. Burns's 
wood-note wild, U very fond of it, and has given it a 
celebrity, by teaching it to some young l^idies of the 
first fiishion here. If you do not Uke^he ur enough 
to give it a place in your collection, please return it. 
The song you may keep, as I remember it. 

'< There W9» a lass, and'she was fStlr," &c 

I have some thoughts of inserting in your index, 
or in my notes, the names of the faXr ones, the 
themes of my songs.' I do not mean the name 
aft full ; but dashes or asterisms, so as ingenuity 
may find them out. 

The heroine of the foregoing is miss M.» daugh- 
ter to Mr. M. of D., one of your subscribers. I 
have not psdnted her in the rank which she holds 
in life, but in the dress and character of a cot- 
tager. 

CXXIII. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

July, 1798. 
I ASSURE you, my dear sir, that you truly hurt me 
with your pecuniary parcel.' It degrades me in my 
own eyes. However, to return it would savour of 
affectation ; but as to any more traffic of that debtor 
and creditor kind, I swear by that Honour which 
crowns the upright statue of Robert Burns's 
Integrity— on the least motion of it, I will indig. 
aantly spurn the by-past transaction, and from 
i^hat moment commence entire Stjrai^S^t V^ ^q^\ 
Bt/RN$'§ character for geoewAt^ oi «iQBk\rvEQ»ciX «&^ 






■i 
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nch ekonce and oorrectnen. Your picfiK 
is adminbh- written ; only yor partiality to 
made yon say too mnch : bowerer, it will b 
donn to double erery eflbrt in tbe fatnre p 
oftbewQilL. Tlie fallowing are » feiricai 
tbe songs in tbe Ust yon sent me. I Ben 
wbat 1 write to yon, so 1 may be often tantoi 
or perbaps contncBctaiy. 

The Flmreri€fikeF9reti\BchBnMdDgwat 
and sboold be^ and must be, set to tbe noCa 
tbongb ont of your nile, tbe tbiee stanzas beg 



"I 



the maSSmg & toitmm brgnfflng 



are worthy of a ^ace, were it bnt to immi 
tbe antlHH' of tbem, wbo is an old lady of 
qnaintance, and at tbis moment Bring in EdHi 
Sbe is a Mrs. Cockbnrn ; I fonreC of wiiat 
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the best set. , It is full of his own interpolations, 
but no matter. 

In my next I will suggest to your consideration a 
few songs which may have escaped your hurried 
notice. In the mean time, allow me to congratulate 
you now, as a brother of the qoill. You have cam- 
mUted your character and fame ; which will now be 
tried for ages to come, by the illustrious jury of the 
Sons and Daughters of Taste — all whom poesy 
c^ please, or music charm. 

Being a bard of nature, I have some pretensions 
to second sight ; and I am warranted by the spirit 
to foretell and affirm, that /our great-grand-child 
will hold up your volumes, and say, with honest 
pride, *' This so much admired selection was the 
work of my ancestor." 

CXXIV. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

August, 1799. 

My dear Thomson, 
I hold the pen for our friend Clarke, who at present 
is studying the music of the spheres at my elbow. 
The Georghtm Sidus he thinks is rather out of 
tune; so until he rectify that matter, he cannot' 
stoop to terrestrial affairs. 

He sends you six of the Rondeau subjects, and if 
more are wanted, he says you shall have them. 



Confound your kmg stain ! 



: Your ol^ecdon, my dear 

song of Logan fVater, i 
\ but it is difficult to mend 

] other passage yon object 

i 5amc light to me. 

I have tried my hand 

I will probably think, wit] 

such a cursed, cramp, out 

I despair of doing any thi 

«* While larki wl 



So much for namby-pan 

my hand on it in Scots* 

i myself and most at home 

^ I I I have just put the last 

for Could Kail inAberdtt 

it T aYiaII hp nl^ocAH n« t' 
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CXXVI. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Augugt, 1793. 
That crinkam-crankam tune, Robin Adair, has 
run so iu my head, and I sncceeded so ill in my 
last attempt, that I have ventured in this morning's 
walk, one essay more. You, my dear sir, will re- 
member an unfortunate part of our worthy fnend 
C.^s story, which happened about three years ago. 
That struck my fancy, and I endeavoured to do the 
idea justice as follows : 

*« Had t A'oave <ni some wild, distant shore," 4ce. 

By the way, I have met with a musical High- 
lander in Breadalbane's Fencibles, which are quar- 
tered here, who assures me that he ivell' remembers 
his mother's singing Gaelic songs to both Robin 
Adair a&d Gramachree. They certainly have more 
of the Sootch than Irish-taste in them. 

This mair comes from the vicinity of Inverness : 
so it jcould not Joe any intercourse \vith Irdaiid that 
•ocNild bring them ; — except, what I shrewdly sus- 
pect to be the case, the wandering minstrels, 
harpers, and pipers, used to go 'frequently errant 
through the wilds both of Scotland and Ireland^ and 
so some favourite airs might be common to both. 
A .case in point — They have lately, in Ireland, 
pnUished an Irish air, as they say, called Caun dw 
delist. The fact is, in & p\x\3iUc^.tvow of Ciom'^^ a 
great while ago, you y^ ^^^^ ^i^sco&^w^tsifiN^^ 



I 

t 



TO MR. THO 



Mr DEAR Sir, 
LET me in this ae night, I t 
glad that you are pleased wit 
cave, &c., as I liked it myself. 

I walked out yesterday even 
the Museum iu my hand ; wb 
frater, " What uumbers sha 
Slc., as the words appeared to 
of so fine an air, and recollect 
list, I sat and raved under the i 
till I wrote one to suit the 
wrong ; but I think it not in i 
must know, that in Ramsay's 
modem song first appeared, i 
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ink 80 too (not eise)^ yea can set the music to it, 
id let the other fdlow as English verses. 
Antnmn is my propitious season. I make more 
^r8e8 in it than aU the year else. 

God bless you ! 

CXXVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Augiut, 1793. 
fFMstle, and Pli came to you, my lad, one of 
inr urs ? I admire it much ; and yesterday I set 
le following verses to it. Urbaui, whom I have 
let vnth here, begged them of me, as he admires 
le air much ; but as I understand that he looks 
ith rather an evil eye on your work, J did no^ 
looee to comply. However, if the song does not 
dt your taste, I may possibly send it him. The set 
f the air wldch I had in my eye is in Johnson's 
Uueam, 

" O whistle, and 111 come to you my lad,** dec 

Another fovourite air of mine is The muckin & 
^eordie^s Byre; when sung slow with expression, I 
ave wished that it had had better poetry : that I 
ave endeavoured to supply as follows : 

" Adown winding Nith I did wander," Ace. 

Mr. Clarice begs you to give miss PhylUs a comer 
I your book> as she is a particular flame of his. 



let ma Mka tb« to my (nut,' A*. 

the abore will suit foar Idea of yoor 
I ihaU be higUy pleaKd. TAt IM 
erlhenooTfl caunot meddle wtth.u 
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to mending it ; and the miuical world have been so 
long accustomed to Ramsay's words, that a different 
aongy thonj^ positively superior, would not be so 
Well received. I am not fond of chorusses to songs. 
So I have not made one for the foregoing. 



cxxx. 

TO MR. THOMSON, 

WITH "dainty DAVIE." 
" Now lofly May comes in wi' flowers," &e. 

August, 1793. 
So much for Davie. The chorus, yon know, is to 
the low part of the tune. See Clarke's set of it in 
the Mnseuin. 

N.B. In the Museum they have drawled but the 
tune to twelve lines of poetry, which is ••** non- 
sense. Four lines of song, and four of chorus, is 
the way. 



CXXXI. 

TO MISS C ♦ ♦ ♦. 

August, 1793» 

Madam, 

Some rather unlooked-for accidents have prevented 

ay doing myself the honour of a second visit to 

Art)eigiand, as I was so hospitably invited, and so 

(MMdtively meant to have ddne. However^ f stUl 



N8*g LBTTBRS^ 

iasnre before the Inwy ^jjontAs 

of my late pieces, as mnne JUKt 
sure I have rec^ved In peiruin^ 
e of poems in the possession (^ f- 

repay one with an old witg, \y 
>rce you, madam, I know, will 

said of illostrions descent is, I 
i of a talent for poetry, none ' 
) had pretensions to it. The 
of the rhyming tribe often em- 
len I am disposed to be melan- 
>t, among aU the martyrologies 
ed, so meftil a narrative as the 
In the comparatire* view of 
on is not what they are doomed 
dey are formed to bear. Take 
i, give him a stronger imagioa- 
icate sensibility, which between 
ider a more ungovernable set of 
e usual lot of man ; implant in 
npulse to some idle vagary, such 
lowers in fantastical nosegays, 
iper to his haunt by his chirping 
frisks of the little minnows in 
hunting after the intrigues of 
rt, send him adrift after some 

eternally mislead him from the 
1 yet curse him with a keener 
1 living for the pleasures that 

lastly, fill up the measure of 
ng on him a spuming sense of 
nd you have created a wight 
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at nuBerable as a poet. To yoa, madam, I 
lot reoonnt the fairy pleasures the -iqaBe be- 
to coDDteihalaoce this catalogue of eniB, 
dnng poetry is jike bewitching woman; she 
I all*ages been accused of misleading mankind 
the councils of wisdom and the paths of pro- 
9 involving them in difficulties, baiting them 
poverty, branding them with infamy, and 
ing them in the whirling vortex of ruin; yet, 
i is the man but must ovm that all oar happi- 
Mi earth is not worthy the name— that even 
oly hermit's solitary prospect of paradisiacal 
is but the glitter of a northern sun rising over 
en region, compared with the many pleasures, 
uneless raptures, that we owe to the lovely 
1 of the heart of Man ! 

CXXXII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Sept. 1793. 
nay readily trust, my dear sir, that any ezer- 
a my power is heartily at your service. But 
hing I must hint to you ; the very name' of 
Pindar is of great service to your publication, 
t a verse from him now and then; tiiough I 
Qo objection, as well as I can, to bear the bur- 
f the business. 

1 know that my pl-etetisions to musical taste 
erely a few of nature's instincts, untaught and 
ored by art. For this reason many musical 
tsitions, pardciilarlyi)vYiet«mut\vQilV^TBKd>& 



I 

I 



whether the old wr Hey ft 

this number ; but well 1 

hautboy, it has often t 

There is a tradition, whi< 

places of Scotland, that it 

at the battle of Bannock! 

■dUtary wanderings, war 

sism on the theme of 

which I threw into a kiu 

the lur, that one might 

Royal Scot's address to ] 

erentful morning.* 



<( 



Soots, wh» hae 



;,! 



So may God ever defi 
Hhftrtv. as He did that c 
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i 80 ancient, roused my rhyming 
set of the tone, with his haad, yim 
Museum ; though I am afndd that 
it will entitle it to a place in your 



cxxxni. 

> MR. THOMSON. 

September, 1793. 

lar sir, that you will be^ to think 
:e is persecution. No matter, I 
t)allad is my hobby-horse ; which 
a simple sort of harmless idiotical 
3 yet this blessed headstrong pro- 
Duce it has fiurly made off with a 
l^ts so enamoured with the tlnkle- 
le of its own bells, that it is sure 
rlic, the bedlam-jockey, quite be* 
)int or post in the common race 

song I have composed for Onm- 
id air, that, you tell me in your 
olved to give a place to In yoar 
:s moment finished the song, so 
ig from the mint. If it suit yon, 
ialso well! 

te hour, the boat axriTe,** dee. 



1 



I HAVE receired your list, 
luy observations on it.* 
Down the bum Davie, 
an alteration, leaving ont i 
stanza, and the first half oi 

As down the bum the 
And thro* the flower 

His dieek to hers he a 
And love was ay the 

With *« Mary, whan si 
Sic pleasure to rene* 

Quoth Mary, *' Love, 
And ay shaQ follow 



J - Thro* the wood laddie, 

\ nion, that both in this, and 
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ctave higher, is only for instrumental music, and 
rould be muclr better omitted in singing. 

Coufden-knowes. Remember in your index that 
he song in pare English to this tune, beginning, 

<* When summer comes, the swains on Tweed/' dec. 

19 the production of Crawford. Robert was his 
Christian name. 

Laddie He near me, must lie by me for spme time. 

1 do not know the lur; and until I am complete 

master of a tune, in my own singing (such as it is), 

1 can never compose for it. My way is : I considei 

the poetic sentiment correspondent to my idea of 

the musical expression; then- choose my theme; 

begin ope stanza; when that is composed, which 

is generally the most difficult part of the business, 

I walk out, sit down now aiid then, look out for 

ofadects in nature around me that are in unison and 

harmony with the cogitations of my fancy, and 

w(»l[ing^ of my bosom ; humming every now^ and 

then the air, with the verses I have framed. When 

I feel my muse beginning to jade, I retire to the 

lelitary fire-side of my study, and there commit 

my efltasions to paper; swinging at intervals on 

the Mnd-1^ of my elbow-chair ; by way of calling 

forth my own critical strictures, as my pen goes • 

on. Seriqusly, this, at home, is almost invariably 

iwyway. 

■What cursed egotism ! 

GUi Morioe I am for leaving out. It is a plaguy 
length ; the air itself is never sung ; and its place 
can wdl be supplied by one or two songs for fine 
tin that are not in your list. ¥ot Vi\«\;asM:i&)OQ^\«« 
A«nfB ^ood and JU^*s Wife. Tht toiX, \«ssAa ^^s 

yoL, II, ^ 
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intrinsic merit, has novelty; and the last has £i^ 
merit, as well as great celebrity. I have the ori- 
ginal words of a song for the last ur, in the hand- 
writing of the lady who composed it ; and they aie 
superior to any edition of the song which the pub- 
lic has yet seen. 

Highland laddie. The old set will please a mere 
Scotch ear best ; and the new, an. Itjdianized one. 
There is a third, and what Os^\'ald calls the old 
IligJdand laddie^ which pleases me more than either 
of them, it 18 sometimes called Ginglan Johnme: 
it being th^ ur of an old humorous tawdry song 
of that name. You will find it in the Museum, / 
hae been at Crookieden, &c. I would advise you in 
this musical quandary, to offer up your prayers to 
the muses for inspiring direction ; and in the mean 
time, waiting for this direction, bestow a libation 
to Bacchus ; and there is not a doubt but you will 
hit on a judicious choice. Probatum est, 

. AUld Sir Simon I must beg you to leave out, and 
put in its place T/te Quaker*s W^e, 

Blithe hae I been o*er the hill, is one of the finest 
songs ever 1 made in my life ; and besides, is com- 
{>oscd on a young lady, positively the most beantiful, 
lovely woman in the world. As I purpose gitii^ 
you the names and designations of all my heroine^ 
to appear in some future edition of your work, 
perhaps half a century hence, you must certunly 
include The bonniest lass in a* the world in yonr 
collection. 

Daintie Davie I have heard sung nineteen thou- 
sand nine hundred aud mnety-nine times, and al- 
ivays with the choma to tYie Vw ^^xV. <A >\v^tmie ; 
and nothing has surpxiaeeL m^ w> mxMSa. ^ ^wi 
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Opinion on tbis subject. If it will not suit as I pro- 
posed, we will lay two of tbe stanzas togetber, and 
then make tbe cborus follow. 

Fee Mm Father, I enclose you Frazer's set of tbis 
tune wben be plays it slow; in fact he makes it tbe 
language of despair. I shall here give you two 
stanzas in that style, merely to try if it will be 
any improvement. Were it possible, in singing, to 
give it half the pathos which Frazer gives it in 
playing, it would make an admirably pathetic song. 
I do not give these verses for any merit they have. 
1 composed them at the time in which Patie Allan's 
mUher died, that was about the back o* midnight; and 
by tbe lee-side of a bowl of punch, which had over- 
set every mortal in company, except the bautbois 
and tbe muse. 

** Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, thou hast left me ever.** 

Jockey and Jenny I would discard, and in its place 
would put Therms nae luck about the house, which 
has a very pleasant air, and which is positively tbe 
finest love-ballad in that style in the Scottish, or 
perhaps in any other language. fThen she came ben 
she bobbet, as an air, is more beautiful than either, 
and in the andante way would unite with a charm- 
ing sentimental ballad. 

Saw ye my Father ? is one of my greatest favour- 
ites. Tbe evening before last, I wandered out, and 
began a tender song ;, in what I think is itsmative 
style. I must premise, that tbe old way, and tbe 
way to give most effect, is to have no starting note, 
as tbe fiddlers call it, but to b\uret «X otlci^ Voxt^ ^^ 
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pathos. Every country g^l sii 
ther? &c. 

My song is but just begun 
before I proceed, to know yc 
have sprinkled it with the Sci 
may be easily turned into corr< 

Todlin hame. Urbani men 
which has long been mine ; th 
susceptible of pathos: accord 
liear him at your concert try il 
in the Museum ; Ye banks and 
One song more and I have dc 
The air is but mediocre; but it 
old song of the olden times, 
1>een in print, nor even in mai 
it down from an old man's i 
recommend any air. 

** Should auld acquaintance 

Now I suppose I have tired 
You must, after all is over, ha 
lads, properly so called. Gill M 
APPherson's Farewell, Battle oj 
ran and they ran (I Imow the { 
ing ballad, and his history), j 
Allan (I can furnish a finer S( 
any that has yet appeared), i 
know tliat I really have the o] 
Cherry and the Slae was sung; 
tioned as a well known air in S 



* ** 



Where axe the ^o^« 1 Yoe m« 



/ ^- 
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i hook irabiished before poor Mary's days. It was 
hen called Vhe banks o* Helicon; an old poem 
rhich Pinkerton has brought to light. Yon will 
ee an this in T^rtler's history of Scottish music, 
lie tane> to a learned ear, may have no great me- 
lt : bnt it is a great curiosity. I have a good many 

riginal things of this kind. 

» 

cxxxv. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Septembw, 179S. 

AM happy, my dear sir, that my ode pleases you 

much. Your, idea, " honour's bed," is, though 

beautiful, a hadkneyed idea; so, if you please, 

will let the line stand as it is. I have altered 

song as follows.* 

T. B. I have borrowed the last stanza from the 
imon stall edition of Wallace. 

'* A false usurper sinks in every foe. 
And liberty returns with every blow." 

couplet worthy of Homer. Yesterday you had 

;h of my correspondence. The post goes, and 

'ad aches miserably. One comfort ! — I suffer 

ich just now in this world, for last night's 

ty, that I shaU escape scot-free for it in the 

to come. Amen. 

> <« Scots, wha hae wi' Wallaoe bled," dee. 
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CXXXVI. ^ 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Septaaiba, ]793> 
** Who shall decide when doctors disagree ? " My 
ode pleases me so niiiph that I cannot alter it. 
Your proposed alterations wonld, in my opinioo, 
make it tame. I am exceedingly obliged to yon for 
putting me on reconsidering it ; as I think I have 
much improved it. Instead of ** soger ! hero I" I 
will hare it ** Caledonian ! on wi' me ! " 

I have scrutinized it over and over ; and to the 
world some way or other it shall go as it is. At the 
same time it will not in the least hut me, should 
you leave it out altogether, and adhere to your first 
intention of adopting Logan's verses.* 

I have fimshed my song to Saw pe my Father! 
and in English, as yon will see. That there is a 
syllable too much for the expresHon of the dr, is 
true ; but allow me to say, that the mere dividing 
of a dotted crotchet into a crotchet and a quaver, is 
not a great matter: however, in that I have no 
pretensions to cope in judgment with you. Of the 
{loetry I speak with confidence ; but die mnsic is a 

• Mr. Thomson has very properly adopted this aopg (if 
it may be so called) as the bard presented it to him. He 
has attached it to the air of Leait Gordon, and perhaps 
among the existing airs he could not find a betteir; but 
the poetry is suited to a much higher strain of music, and 
may employ the genius of some Scottish Handol, if any 
0Ufib should in fUtwre aiiM. 
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basmess where I hint my ideas with the utmost 
diffidence. 

The old verses have merit, though unequal, and 
are popular : my advice is, to set the air to the 
old words, aud let mine follow as English verses. 
Here they are — 

" Where are the joys I have met in the morning/' dec 

Adieu my dear sir I The post goes, so- 1 shall 
defer some other remarks until more leisure. 



CXXXVIL 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Septemher, 1793. 
I HAVE beeu turning over some volumes of songs, 
to find verses whose measures would suit the airs, 
for which you have allotted me to find English- 
songs. 

VoT^Muirland fFilUe, you have, in Ramsay's Tea- 
table, an excellent song, beginning, " Ah I why 
those tears in Nelly's eyes ?" As for The Collier^s 
Dochter, take the follomng old BacchanaL 

<* Deluded swain, the pleasure," See, 
The faulty line in Logan- Water, I mend thus : 

** How can your flinty hearts ei\Joy, 
The widow's tears, the orphan's cry?** 

The song otherwise will paa%. Ka \.Q M* Gr^^^xt^ 
Jiua-Buth^ jrou will see a sou% oi mvafcX^NX^'wficw^ 
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set of the sdr superior to yours. Id the l^vseam, 
vol. ii. p. 181. The song bc^^ins. 



« 



Raying winds ajound her tdowiog.** 



Your Irish £urs are pretty, but they are downrighf 
Irish. If they were like the Banks of Barmayixx 
instance, though really Irish, yet in the Scottish 
taste, you might adopt them. Since you are so fond 
of Irish music, what say you to twenty-five of them 
in an additional number ? We could easily find this 
quantity of charming ^rs : I will take care that yen 
shall not want songs ; and I assure you that yov . 
would find it the most saleable of the whole. If 
you do not approve of Roy* 9 Wife^ for the mu^ic^s - 
sake, we shall not insert it. Deil tak ihe tears, is a 
charming song ; so is. Saw ye my Peggy ? Therms 
nae luck about the house, well deserves a place. I 
cannot say that, 0*er the hills and far awa, strikes 
me as equal to your selection. This isnomy ain 
house, is a great favourite air of mine ; and if you 
will send me your set of it, I will task my muse to 
her highest effort. What is your opinion of / hae 
laid a herrin in sawt ? I like it much. Your Jaco- 
bite airs are pretty ; and there are many others of 
the same kind, pretty ; but you have not room for 
them. You cannot, I think, insert Fie, let us a* 
to the bridal, to any other words than its own. 

What pleases me, as simple and naive, didgusts 
you as ludicrous and low. For this reason. Fie, gie 
me my coggie, Sirs — Fie, let us a' to the bridal, with 
several others of that cast, are to me highly plea- 
Sing;' while, Saw ye my Father, or saw ye tnyMo- 

ther / rfelights me witVi it% desctv^Cvv^ ^asi^tTgasfeaa. 

Thus my song, /Cen yc tDhat Meg o' t)« MUV>«^ 
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gotten 7 pleases myself so much, that I cannot tr)' 
my hand at another song to the ^r ; so I shall not 
attempt it. I know yon will langh at all t^his ; but, 
'* Ilka man wean his belt his ain gut." 

CXXXVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

October, 1793. 
Your last letter, my dear Thomson, was indeed 
laden with heavy news. Alas, poor EVskine !* The 
recollection that he was a coadjutor in your publi- 
cation, has till now scared me from writing to you, 
or turning my thoughts on composing for you. 

I am pleased that you are reconciled to the air of 
the Quaker's fVifej though, by the bye, an old 
Highland gentleman, and a deep antiquarian, tells 
me it is a Gaelic air, and known by the name of 
Leiger m* choss. The following verses, I hope, will 
please you, as an English song to the air. 

" Thine am I, my faithfUl foir,** &c. 

Your objection to the English song I proposed 
for John Anderson my Jo, is cert^Iy just. The 
following is by an old acquaintance .of mine, and I 
think has merit. The song was never in print, 
which I think is so much in your favour. The 
more original good poetry your collection contains, 
it certainly has so much the more merit. 

• The honourable A. Ertkine, brother to Lord KeU\x 

Y.1 



Theft 

Aas a gl 
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inand, if you like his manner. Possibly, as he is an 
old friend of mine, I may be prejudiced in his fa- 
vour ; but I like some of his pieces very much. 

THE NIGHTINGALE. 

BY GAVIN TURNBUUL. 

Thou sweetest n^instrel of the grove, - - 

That ever tried the plaintive strain. 

Awake thy tender tale of love. 
And soothe a poor forsaken twain. 

For though the muses deign to aid. 
And teach him smoothly to complain ; 

Yet Delia, charming, cruel maid. 
Is deaf to her forsaken swain. 

All day, with fishion's gaudy sons, , 
In sport she wanders o'er the plain i 

Their tales approves, and still she shunt 
The notes of her forsaken swaim 

When evening shades obscure the sky. 

And bring the solemn hours again, 
Beffn, sweet bird, thy melody. 

And soothe a poor forsaken swain. 

I shall just transcribe auother of Tnmbull's, which 
vould go charmingly to Letoie Cfardon, 

LAURA. 

BY GAVIN TURNBULL. 

Let me wander where I will, 
By shady wood, or winding rill ; 
Where the sweetest May-bom fk>weit 
Faint the meadow«, 4L<M9L^ib&\»««i^\ 
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Where the limietfs early song 
Echoes sweet the woods amon^ 
Let me wander where I will, 
Laura haunts my £uiey stiU. 

If at rosy dawn I choose 
To indulge the smiling muse ; 
If I court some cool retreat. 
To avoid the noon-tide heat ; 
If, beneath the moon's pale ra 
Through unftequented wilda 1 
Let me wander where I will, 
Laura haunts my fancy still. 

When at night the drowsy god 
Waves his deep-eompelling ro 
And to fancy's wakeful eyes 
Bids celestial visions rise ; 
While with boundless joy I ro 
Through the Dsiry-land of lov4 
Let me wander where I will, 
Laura haunts my fancy stiU. 

The rest of your letter I shall 
other opportunity. 



CXXXIX. 
TO JOHN M'MURDO, 



Sir, 
It is s^d that we take the greati 
our greatest friends, and I pay m} 
compliment in the manner in whic 
apply the remark. I have owed yo 
thau ever 1 owed it to «ai'^ loasv*— ' 
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county and here are six guineas ; and now, I don't 
owe a shilling to man — or woman either. But for 
these damned dirty, dog's-ear'd little pages,* I had 
done myself the honour to have waited on you long 
ago. Independent of the obligations your hospita- 
lity has laid me under ; the consciousness of your 
superiority in the rank of man and gentleman, of 
itself was fully as much as I could ever make hea4 
against ; but to owe you money too, was more than 
I could face. 

I think r once mentioned scmiething of a collec- 
tion of Scots songs I have some years been making : 
I send you a perusal of what I have got together. I 
could not conveniently spare them above five or six 
days, and five or six glances of them will probably 
more than suffice you. A very few of them are my 
own. When you are tired of them, please leave 
them with Mr. Clint, of the King's Arms. There is 
not another copy of the collection in the world ; and 
I should be sorry that any unfortunate negligence 
should deprive me of what has cost me a good deal 
of p^ns. 

CXL. 

TO MRS. R • • • •. 

ff^ teas to bespeak a Play one Evening at the 
Dumfries Theatre, 

I AM thinking to send my Address to some periodi- 
cal publication, but it has not got your sanction, so 
pray lool^ over it. 

• Scottish B«nK li^otAi. 



'« To play tl 
Of ftoUc fancy, and incetBai 
Thow rapid picturet, that 
Of fleet ideas, never join'd 
Where lively wit excitet to 
Or foUy-paintlng humour. 
Calls laughter forth, deep-a 

But as yon rejoice with the 
also remember to weep with 
pity your melancholy Mend. 

CXLI. 

j j : To a Lady, in favour of € 

{ Madam, 
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dojence of those who have the good things of this 
life in their gift, too often -does hrazen- fronted 
importonity snatch that boon, the rightful due of 
retiring, humble want ! Of all the qualities we as- 
sign to the Author and Director of Nature, by far 
the most enviable is — to be able '* to wipe away 
all tears from all eyes." O what insignificant, sor- 
did wretches -are they, however chance may have 
loaded them with wealth, who go tp their graves, 
to their magnificent mausoleums, with hardly the < 
consdousness of having made one poor honest heart 
happy! 

But I crave your pardon, madam ; I came to beg, 
not to preach. 

CXLII. 

EXTRACT OF A. LETTER 

TO MR. • • •. 

1794. 

I AM extremely obliged to you for your kind men- 
tion of my interests, in a letter which Mr. S * * * 
showed me. At present, my situation in life must 
be in a great measure stationary, at least for two or 
three years. The statement is this — I am on the 
supenisor's list ; >and as we come on there by pre- 
cedency, in two or three years I shall be at the 
head of that Ust, and be appointed of course^^thtn, 
a friend might be of service to me in getting me in- 
to a place'of the kingdom which I would like. A 
supervisor's income varies from about a hundred 
and twenty, to two hundred a-year ; but the busi- 
oe»8 18 an incesBant dmdgeT^, ^^di ^Q^Wfe'CkS^s^^ 



t 



and ha^e, besides a handsoi 
complete leisure. A life of l 
decent compctencCj is the 8i 
It would be the prudish affect 
me, to say that I do not need^ 
debted to a political friend ; i 
I by no means lay my afiairs 
hook my dependent situation 
If, in my progress of life, an 
where the good offices of a ger 
character and political conseq 
forward, I will petition you 
same frankness and sincerity 
the honour to subscribe myse! 



1 I . CXLIII. 
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fimiitiire onTneaday, when ip 
biumesB of the visit. 



Among the prufnsion of idle < 
insidions craft, .or unmeaning fc 
at yonr shrine — a shrine, ho' 
soch adoration ! — permit me, vf 
sake, to pay you the honest trib 
and an independent mind ; and 
I am, thou most amiable, and 
of thy sex, with the most res 
fervent regard, thine, &c. 

CXLIV. 

TO THE SAM 

I WILL wait on you, my ever 
whether in the morning I an 
closes a period of our cursed re 
may probably keep me employe 
noon. Fine employment for a 
is a species of the human genu 
horse class .* what enviable do{ 
and round, and round they go.- 
drives his cotton-mill, is theii 
f^thont an idea or wish beyoi 
sleek, stupid, patient, quiet, ai 
here I sit, altogether November 
of fretfulness and melancholy ; 
one to rouse me to passion, no 
pose me in torpor ; my aoxiiflQ 
roaad her tenement, like a Yi^ 



« • 



Pray that wisdom and blis 
tors of 



CXL\ 

TO THE S 

I HAVE this moment got the 
I am sorry to see that he ha 
It shall be a lesson to me ho* 
, . jr again. 

I j I I have sent you Trerter, ti 

'i the smallest opportunity of c 

TIs true, madam, I saw y 

trr jk jk ^ 1 . « . - 
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CXLVI. 
TO THE SAME. 

1 HAVE oftoi told you, my dear friend, that yoa 
liad a ^ice of caprice in your compositiX)n, and 
you have as often disavowed it : even, perhaps, 
while your opinions were, at the moment, irrefra- 
gably proving it. Could any thing estrange me from . 
a friend such as you .^ — Nol To-morrow I shall 
have the honour of waiting on you. 

Farewell, thou first of friends, and most accom- 
plished of women ; even with all thy little caprices ! 

CXLVII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Madam, 
I RETURN your common-place hook : I have perused 
it vrith much pleasure, and would have continued 
my criticisms ; but as it seems the critic has for- 
fdted your esteem, his strictures must lose their 
value. 

If it is true that ^^ offences come only from the 
heart," before you I am guiltless. To admire, 
esteem, and prize you, as the most accomplished of 
women, and the first of friends — if these are crimes, 
I am the most offending thing alive. 

In a facd where I used to meet the kind compla^ 
cency of friendly confidence, now to find cold neg- 
lect and contemptuous scorn — is a wrench that 
imjr besart can ill bear. It is, Yvoyjc.^^ ^ ^waft>KCsA^ 
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fellows of his rank and fortune ; and to all this, 
ffoch a woman ! — but of her I shall say nothing at 
ally in despair of saying any thing adequate. In my 
songy I have endeavoured to do justice to what 
would be his feelings, on seeing, in the scene I have 
drawn, the habitation of his Lucy. As I am a good 
deal pleased with my performance, I in my first 
fervour, thought of sending it to Mrs. O * * * ; but 
on second thoughts, perhaps what I offer as the 
honest incense of genuine respect, might, from the 
well-known character of poverty and poetry, be con- 
strued into some modification or other of that ser- 
vility which my soul abhors.* 

CXLIX. 
TO MISS • • • • . ,. 

Madam, 
Nothing short of a kind of absolute necessity could 
have made me trouble you with this letter. Except 
my ardent and just esteem for your sense, taste, 
and worth, every sentiment arising in my breast, as 
I put pen to paper to you, is painful, llie scenes I 
have past with the fiiend of my soul and his ami- 
able connexions ! the wrench at my heart to think 
that he is gone, for ever gone from me, never more 
to meet in the wanderings of a weary world ! and 
the cutting reflection of all, that J had most unfor- 
tunately^ though most undeservedly, lost the con- 
fidence of that soul of worth, ere it took its flight ! 



* Th0 Boog endOMd wat— " O wait t^ ^YmI!% V^i^a^^^^^^' 
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With the sincerest esteem, I have the houour to 
be, madam, &c. 

CL. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

25th February, ng4. 

Canst thou minister to a mind diseased ? Canst < 
thou speak peace and rest to a soul tossed on a sea of 
troubles, without one friendly star to guide her 
course, and dreading that the next surge may over- 
whelm her ? Canst thou give to a frame, tremblingly 
alive as the tortures of suspense, the stability and 
hardihood of the rock that braves the blast ? If 
thou canst not do the least of these, why wouldst 
thou disturb me in my miseries with thy inquiries 
after me ? 

For these two months I have not been able to lift 
a pen. My constitution and frame were, ab origine, 
blasted with a deep incurable t£unt of hypochondria, 
which poisons my existence. Of late a number of 
domestic vexations, and some pecuniary share in the 
ruin of these * * » • » times ; losses which, though 
trifling, were yet what I could ill bear, have so irri- 
tated me, that my feelihgs at times could only be en- 
vied by a reprobate spirit listening to the sentence 
that dooms, it to perdition. 

Are you deep in the language of consolation ? I 
have exhausted in reflection every topic of comfort*. 
^ heart at ease would have been charmed vrith my 
sentiments and reasonings ; but as to myself^ I wa& 
ilk e Judas Iscariot preadvmg XYie G««^ \ \»ft ibm^ 



OTHER is made up of those feeliof 
which, however the sceptic may < 
enthusiast cBsfiKure tliem, are yel 
oridoal and component parts of 
tliose tenses of the mind, if I may 
pression, which connect us with 
those awfnl obscure realities — an 
equally beneficent God; and a wt 
youd death and the grave. The fii 
of combat, while a ray of hope be 
^the last pours the balm of i 
wounds which time can never cur 
I do not remember, my dear ( 
you and I ever talked on the sub] 
all. I know some who laugh at i t, 
crafty few, to lead the undlscen 
most as an uncertain obscurity, wl 
never know anv thinff of. and wit. 
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shall thus add largely to his enjoyments. Let me 
flatter myself that this sweet little fellow, who is 
lost BOW ramung-about my desk, will be a man of a 
mdting, ardent, glowing heart ; and an imagination, 
delighted ^th the painter, and rapt with the poet. 
Let me figure him wandering out in a sweet eyen- 
hig, to inhale the balmy gales, and enjoy the grow- 
ing luxuriance of the spring ; himself the while in 
the blooming yq^th of life. He looks abroad on all 
nature, and through nature up to nature's God. Hu 
soul, by switt delighting degrees, is rapt above this 
Bublqiiary sphere, until he can be silent no longer, 
and bursts out into the glorious enthusiasm of 
Tlianiflony 

•' TlMMe, as they change, Ahnighty Father, these 
Ase but the varied God.—. The loUing year 
Is AiU of thee.** 

Aad 80 ou in all the spirit and ardour of that charm- 

\9ghymn. 
These are no ideal pleasures : they are real de- 
lfts ; and I ask what of the delights among the 
«» of men are superior, not to say equal, to them ?. 
ad they have this precious, \rast addition, that 
■fdous Virtue stamps them for her own ; and lays 
Ul on than to bring herself into the presence of a 
tnessing, judg^g, and approving Ood. 



II. 




Madam, 
I DARE Bay this is the fi 
from this nether worid 
gions of Hell, amid the 1 
time and manner of m} 
exactly know, as I took 
a fever of intoxication, c 
table mansion ; bnt, on 
tried, and sentenced to 
tures of this infernal coi 
nine years, eleven mon 
and all on account of 1 
duct yesternight under ] 
on a bed of pitiless furz 
dined on a pillow of ev 
infernal tormentor, nvrin 
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me ; and the other gentlemen were partakers of my 
guilt. Bat to yon, ma^am, [ have mnch to apolo- 
gize. Yonr good opinion I valued as one of the 
greatest acquisitions I had made on earth, and I was, 
truly a beast to forfeit it. There was a Miss I***, 
t0D» a woman of fine sense, gentle and unassuming 
manners— do make, on my part, a miserable d — d 
wretch's best apology, to her. A Mrs. G»«»**, a 
charming woman, did me the honour to be preju- 
dice in my favour ; this makes me hope that I have 
not outraged her beyond all forgiveness. — To aU the 
other ladies please present my humblest contrition 
tor my conduct, and my petition for their gradous 
pardon. O, all ye powers of decency and decortim ! 
ivliisper to them, that my errors, though great, were 
illTolnntary-^that an intoxicated man is the vilest 
of beasts — that it was -not in my nature to be brutal 
to any one — that to be rude to a woman^ when in 
my senses, was impossible with me^— but — 

Regret ! Remorse ! Shame ! ye three hell-hounds 
that ever dog my steps and bay at my heels, spare 
me ! spare me ! 

Forgive the offences, and pity the perdition of, 
madam, your humble slave. 

CLII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

May. 17»«. 
My dear sir, * 

1 RETURN you the platei) mO\ ^Ilvc^il \ vbdl V&siSs^^ 



be pronouncea Aua» « 

excellence. j^^ ^ 

Foinre. as U wiU P«t an entm 

nretty enough, composeo ^ i^ 

is a beautiful «>J»««^H^JJ'*n 
ship is a particular fnend of r 

; I the foUowing song to it . 

! i| « Here !• the glen, and here 

{ CLllI. 
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Tk9A auspicioos period, pregnant with the happi- 
ness of millions* — * » * * • • . 

I have presented a copy of your songs to the 
daughter of a much-valued and much-honoui-ed 
friend of mine, Mr. Graham, of Fintry. I wrote on 
the blank side of the title* page the following address 
to the youngjady : 

' *' Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal lives," &e. 

CLIV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

SOCh August, 179^ 

The last evening, as I was straying out, and tlunk- 
ing of O'er, the hills and far away^ i spun the fbl- 
. lowing stanza for it ; but whether my spinidng will 
deserve to be laid up in store, like the predbus 
thread of the silk-worm, or brushed to the devil, 
like the vile manufacture of the spider, I leave, my 
dear sir, to your usual candid criUcism. J was * 
pleased with several lines in it at first : but I own 
that now it appears rather a fliiisy busipess. 

This is just a hasty sketch, until I see whethei: it 
be worth a critique. We have many sailor songs, 
but as far as I at present recollect, they are mostly 
the efHisions of the jovial sailor, ndt the wsdlings of 
\m love-lorn mistress. I must here make one sweet 
exception — Sweet Annie frae the aea-beach came. 
Now for the song. 

*' How can my poor heart he glad,** &c. 

• A portion of this letter has been left ovil, test "Wmiksq!^ 
that will Jbe easily imagined. 



UWfl'l LKfTXBI. 



r my. On the Mm Mri>tr «■*> 
nneqaal, and niHWiiaytti,wt' 



ud all, I 
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adoptii^ 

en years ■! 

tie fellow 

It charmlr 

it dowo It 
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1 shall give you my opinion of your other newly 
adopted songs my first scribbling fit. 

CLVI. 
TO MR. "Thomson. 

Sept. 179^ 
Do you know a blackguard Irish song, called Onagh's 
lymter^all? The air is charming, and I have often • 
regretted the want of decent verses to it. . It is too 
much, at least foe my humble rustic muse, to ex- 
pect that every effort of hers shall have merit ; stiU 
I think that it is better to have mediocre verses to 
a favourite £ur, than none at all. On this principle 
I have all along proceeded in the Scots Musical 
Museum ; and as that publication is at its last vo- 
lume, I intend the following song, to the air above- 
mentioned, for that. work. 

li it does not suit you as an editor, you may be 
pleased to have verses to it that you can sing before 
ladies, 

*' Sae flaxen were her ringlets,** &c. 

Not to compare small things with great, my taste 
in music is like the mighty Frederick o| Prussia's 
taste in painting : we are told that he frequently 
admired what the connoisseurs decried, and al** 
ways without any hypocrisy confessed his admira- 
tion. I am sensible that my taste in music must be 
inelegant and vulgar, because people of undisputed 
and cultivated taste can find no merit in my fa- 
vourite tunes. Still, because 1 am cheaply pleased, 
i« that any reason why I should deny myself that 
pleasure? Many of out %tnx^%^^«^ «njd<»&& «svl 
modem, give lue moat es^^%v\ft «iiYss[««3oX,NjKiKt^ 
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yon and Other JTiAgai would probU^ be ^ 
dliiniBl- For ineUmce, I am Jnit now , 
venes for RothmiurcAe'i Eaitt, an sir whicl^ p, 
hi raptnrea j aud ht fact, unlesi I be pleamf 
the tuDe, I nerer can make venes to it. N 
have Clarke on my side, who is a Jodge that I 
(lit against any of yon. Rothemurcbe, be rap, 
tit both original and beaniifal ; and od hii re 
mendation, 1 hare taken the firit part of the 
for a cboms, and the fourth or lait part fo 
lOD^. I am bat two stanzas deep in the woi4 
posiiblf you may think, and jostly, thai the p 
ia aa little worth yoar attendon aa the music. 
1 have begun anew, Let me in Ihle at night. 
yoD think that we onght to retain the old eh* 
I think we mast retain both the old chorus an 
&M Stanza of the old song. 1 do not altogetfae 
the third line of the first stanza, but cannot al 
to please myself. I am just three atanzas de 
it. Would you have the dAiouemenl to he nu 
fal or otherwise ? should she " let him in," ot 
Did you not onee propose Tie Sim'* Tt 
Oeordie, as an air for your work ! I am qnil 
lighted wiih it ; but I acknowledge that is no 
of ilu real enceUence. I once set abont versea l 
which I meant to be in the aitemate way of a 
and bin mistress chanting together. I have di 
pleasure of knowing Mrs. Thomion'a Chr 
name, and yours 1 am afraid is rather burlegqi 
sentiment, else I had meant to hare made yo 
hero and heroine of the little piece. 
How do you like the folbralne epigram, wl 
HTple the other daj oa * tancVj io™%^i«» 
way from a fereii DocW«'»««?Be'a.i«a« 
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I wbo seemingly saved her from the grave ; 
o hkn i address the followiDg : 

Maxw^, if merit here yon cxmve. 

That merit I deny: 
Tou save fair Jessy from the grovef— • 

An wagA oould not die. 

d grant you patience with this stupid epistle ! 



CLVII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

igeh October, 1794. 
r DEAR FRIEND^ 

his morning's post I have your list, and, in 
ral, I highly approve of it. I shall, at more 
re gpve yon a critique on the whole. Clarke 
to your town by to-day's Fly, and I vnsK you 
d cisiil on him and take his opinion in general : 
toow his taste is a standard. He will return 
again in a week or two ; so, please do not miss 
Lg for him.' One thing I hope he will do, per- 
i you to adopt my favourite, Craigie-bum- Wood, 
ur selection : it is as great a favourite of his as 
ine. The lady on whom it was made is one of 
ineet women in Scotland ; and in ftict {entre 
I is in a manner to me, what Sterne's Eliza 
to him — a mistress, or fiiend, ot what you 
in the gniletess siroplioty of Platonic love, 
r don't put any of your squinting constructions 
lis, or have airy dishmadaiver about it among 
^qtiaintances.) Ittwatt^c^L^flMiXXftTM^Nm^ 
! yovL are IndfiAstediot mwx^ o1^^\««v.^rso5^ 
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acUy the old s^r. Strathallan*s Lament is mine ; 
the music is by our right trusty and deservedly 
welM>eloyed Allan Masterton. DonocM-Head is 
■ol. mine; I would give ten pounds it were. It 
appeared first in the Edinburgh Herald ; and came 
to the editor of that paper with the Newcastle post- 
mark on It.* fFMstle o*er the lave <ft is mine : the 

• The nader will be curioui to see this poem, so highly 
pandted by Burnt. 

Keen Uaws the wind o'er Donocht>Head,* 

The gnaw drives sqelly thro* the dale; 
The Gaber-lunzie tirls my sneck. 

And, shivering, tells lUs waefU' tale: 
" CaiUd is the night, O let me in. 

And dinna let your minstrel fa ; 
And dinna let his winding-sheet 

be naething but a wreath o'-enaw. 

** Full ninety winters hae I seen. 

And piped where gor-cocks whirring flew; 
And mony a day Fve danced, I ween. 

To lilts which from my drone I blew.** 
My Eppie waked, and soon she cried, 

** Get up, guid man, and let him in % 
For weel ye ken the winter night 

Was short when he begair his din.** 

My. Eppie's voice, o wow it's sweet. 
Even tho* she bans and seaulds a wee 

But when it's tuned to sorrow's tale, 
O, haith, its doubly dear to pie I 

Come in, auld carl, I'll steer my fire, 
rU make it bleeie a bonnie flame; 

• AmoQntakk\iklSki<b^<n:CDi% 



tiii8 18 set in cue jyinseam is min 
posed on Miss Enphemia Mum 
commonly tmd deservedly called 
Strathmore. 

How long and dreary is the Ntjg 
some such words in a collection of &• 
which I altered and enlarged ; am 
and to suit your favourite air, I iia 
or two across my room, and have a 
as you will find on the other page. 

** How long and dreary is the r 

Tell me how yon Uke this ; I • 
idea of the expression of the tune, 
a great deal of tenderness in it. 



Vnnir Miilil U fhtn. vp^v* Hnt th* n 
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my opinioO) dispense with a bass to your addenda 
airs. A lady of my acquaintance^ a noted per- 
fomier, plays and sings at the same time so charm- 
inglyy that I shall never bear to see any of her songs 
sent into the woiid, as naked as Mr.What-d'ye- 
adl-um has done in his London collection.* 

These English songs gravel me to death. I have 
not that command of the language that I have of my 
native tongue. I have been at Duncan Grap, to 
dress it in English, but all I can do is deplorably 
stupid. For instance : 

** Let not woman e^er oomidun,'* Jkc. 

Since the above, I have been out in the country, 
taking a dinner with a friend, whei*e I met with the 
lady whom I mentioned in the second page in this 
odds-and-ends of a letter. As usual I got into song s 
and returning home, I composed the following : 

** Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature,*' &c. 

If you honour my verses by setting the tar to 
them, I will vamp up the old song, and make it 
English enough to be understood. 

I enclose you a musical curiosity, an East Indian 
air, which you would swear was a Scottish one. I 
know the authenticity of it, as the gentleman who 
brought it over is a^particnlar acquaintance of mine. 
Do preserve me the copy I ;?end you, as it is the 
only one I have. Clarke has set a hasa to it, and I 
intend putting it into the Musical Museum. Her« 
follow the verses I intend for it. 

• Ux.iUtMm«. 
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** But latdy teen In gUdMime gneo," tew 

i would be obliged to you if you would pibciR 
me a aigbt of Ritsou's collection of English mmp, 
which you mentiou in your letter. I will thank yoi 
for another information, and that as speedily as jsta 
please : whether this miserable drawling hotchpotch 
epistle has not completely tired you of my cam- 
spondence ? 

CLVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Novonber, 179*^ 
Many thanlcs to you, my dear sir, for your present: . 
it is a book of the utmost importance to me. ( 
have yesterday begun my anecdotes, &c. fur ysv 
work. I intend drawing it up in the form of a 
letter to you, which will save me from the tedious, 
dull business of systematic Arrangement. Indeed, 
as all I have to say consists of unconnected remarks, 
anecdotes, scraps of old songs, &c., it would be im- 
possible to give the work a beginning, a middle, 
and an end, which the critics insist to be abeolately 
necessary in a work. In my. last I told yon my 
objections to the song you had selected for Mg 
lodging is on the cold ground. On my \daft the 
other day to my fair Chloris (that is the poetic 
name of the lovely goddess of my inspiration), she 
suggested an idea, which I, in my return from the 
lisit, wrought into the following song : 

" My CtalotiSt xoatVLYio'W iw«a«s« vw^«*r 






the be 
that I 
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Yon may think meanly of this, ' 
the hombast original, and yon tnll 
1 have made 80 much of it. I have 
to Jiothemurche's Hant; and you hi 
suit as to the set of the ur for sin 

Chonu,-^* LsMif wl* Che lint-wh 

Tills piece has at least the mei 
golar pastoral : the venial morn, t. 
the autumnal evening, and the i 
regnlarly h)undcd. If you lilce it 
will insert it in the Museum. 

I am out of temper that you she 
so tender an air, as DeU tah the Wk 
old verses. You tails of the sillini 
Father? by heavens! the odds I 
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le air, if I understand the expression of it pro- 
rly, is the very native language of simplidty, 
idemess, and love. I hav£ again gone over my [ 

sg to the tune as follows. f^^ \ 

Now for. my English song to Nancff*8 to the 
ienufood, Sfc, 

" Farewell, thou stream that winding flows," dec. ^f '| 

[*here is an sur, The Caledonian Hunt's Dglight, to 
uch I wrote a song that you will find in Johnson. 
Ye banks and braes o* bormie Doon; this {ur, I 
nk, might find a place among your fatmdred, as 
ar says of his knights. Do you know the history 
the air ? It is curious enough. A good many 
urs ago, Mr. James Miller,' writer in your good 
ni, a gentleman whom possibly you know, was 
company with our friend Clarke ; and talking of 
yttAsh music. Miller expressed an ardent ambition 
be able to compose a Scots sdr. Mr. Clarke, 
tly by way of joke, told him to keep to the black 
rs of the harpsichord, and preserve some kind of 
rtbm, and he would infallibly compose a Scots air. 
rtainly it is, that in a few days Mr. Miller pro- 
xA the rudiments of an air, which Mr. Clarke, 
h some touches and corrections, fashioned into ; ^. ^ 

i tone in question. Ritson, you know, has the '>, ^! 

oe story of the Black Keys; but this account i| '| 

ich I have just given you, Mr^Clarke informed [ I f\ 

of several years ago. Now to show you how^ 
Scolt it is to trace the origin of our surs, I have^ 
urd it repeatedly asserted that this was an Irish" 
; nay, I met with an Irish gentleman who af- 

ned be had heard it in Ireland anioug the old jiH 

J' V 



' H 



ballads sung through the streets 
niy iiame at the head of them as 
it was the first time I had ever a 

I thank you for admitting C, 
and I shall take care to fiuui 
chorus. In fact the chorus waa 
a part of some old verses to the ; 
myself in a more than ordinar 
meut, I shall write a new Craigi 
gether. My heart is much in th 

I am ashamed, my dear fellov^ 
quest ; 'tis dunning your genen 
ment, when 1 had forgotten wlie 
poor, I promised Chloris a copy 
wrings my honest pride to write 
ungracious request is doubly so 
logy. To make you some amc 
hare extrartpH fli«» ?«»#»«»«•««» ' 
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CLIX, 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

19th November, 1794. 
You see, my dear sir, what a punctual correspond- 
ent I am ; though indeed you may thank yourself 
for the tedium of my letters, as you have so flat- 
tered me on my horsi^manship with my favourite 
hobhy, and have praised the grace of his ambling 
80 much, that I am scarcely ever off his hack. FVnr 
Instance, this moniing, though a keen blowing frost, 
ia my walk before breakfast, I finished my duet 
which yon were pleased to praise so much. Whether 
1 bare uniformly succeeded, I will not say; bat 
here it is for you, though it is not an hour old. 

. " O Philly, happy be that day,** dec. 

Tell me honestly how you like it ; and point out 
whatever you think faulty. 

I am much pleased with your idea of singing our 
songs in alternate stanzas, and regret that you did 
not hint it to me sooner. In those that remain, I 
shall have it in my eye. I remember your objec- 
tions to the name Philly ; but it is the common 
abbreviation of Phyllis. Sally, the only other name 
that suits, has to my ear a vulgarity about it, which 
unfits it for any thing except burlesque. The legion 
of Scottish poetasters of the day, whom your brother 
editor, Mr. Ritson, ranks with me, as my coevals, 
have always mistaken vulga^^^Y ^<^^ «\n\^\vdt^\ 
whereas, simplicity la as mwcYv eio\g;ti^ Vw^Sk.''*^- 



chorus gocSf %u umj .. 
choniB going fint, that is the case 
as well as Rothemurche. In fact, i 
both tunes, the rhythm is so peculi 
and on that irregularity dep^ida s 
beauty^ that we must e'en take 
their wildness, and humour the v 
Leaving out the starling note, in b 
think, an effect, that no regulari 
balance the want of. 

iy» f O Roy*t Wi«B 

\o laiBie wi* tl 

and 

Does not the tameness of the 
a T„ thft last case, wil 
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naliaiis we certainly want, though the few we have 
are excellent. For instance, Todlin Hame, is, for 
wit and hnmonr, an unparalleled composition ; and 
jimbrew and his cutty Gtm, is the work of a master. 
By the way, are you not quite vexed to think that 
tlMMe men of genius, for such they certainly were, 
who composed our fine Scottish lyrics, should be 
unknown ? It has given me many a heart-ache. 
A-propos to Bacchanalian songs in Scottish; I 
eomp<»ed one yesterday, for an air I like much— 
Uimpt o* Pudding, 

*' Contrated wi' little, and cantie wi' mair /' &c 

* If you do not relish this air, I will- send it to 
Johnson. 

Since yesterday's penmanship, I have framed a 
couple of English stanzas, by way of an English 
song to Bot/'s fVife. You will allow me that in this 
instance, my English corresponds in sentiment with 

^ the Scottish. 

■ 

Chorus — " Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ?" &c 

WeU ! I think this, to be done in two or three 

turns across my room, and with two or three pinches 

I of Irish Blackguard, is not so far amiss. You see I 

' am determined to have my quantum of applause 

from somebody. 

Tell my friend Allan (for I am sure that we only 
want the triflingcircumstance of being known to one 
another, to be the best friends on earth,) that I much 
suipect he has, in his plates, mistaken the figure of 
the stock and horn. I have, at last, gotten one ; hut 
it is a very rude instrument. Uisoom^^edolthx^e 
piuia ; the stock, whicl:! w tYieYs^sAjet ^^gck^Jwisofc^ 
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Boog in the Mnsenm, to Ther^ll never he peace Oil 
Jamie comes home, would not so well consort with 
Peter Pindar's excellent love-song to that air, I hare 
|««t framed for yon the following : . 

** Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays," A:e. 

• 

How does this please you ? As to the point of 
time, for the expression, inyonr proposed print from 
my Soger^i Return, it must certainly he at — ** She 
gued." The interesting dubity and suspense, taking 
poflsession of her countenance, and the gushing 
fondness, with a mixture of roguish playfaltaess in 
his, strike me, as things of which a master will 
make a great deal. In great, haste, hut- in grear 
trnth, yours. 

CLXI. 

TO MR. tHOMSON. 

January, 1795. 
I FEAR for my songs ; however a few may please, 
yet originality is a coy feature in composition", and 
in a multiplicity of efforts in the same style, disap- 
pears altogether. For these three thousand years, 
we, plKtic folks, have been describing the spring, 
for instance ; and as the spring continues the same, 
there must soon be a sameness in the imagery, &c. 
ot these said rhyming folks. 
' A great critic, Aikin, on songs, says, that love 
and wine are the exclusive themes for song- writing. 
Ilie following is on neither subject, and consequently 
if no aong; hut w|ll be allowed, 1 X\i\\!dL)\A\!feX:«^ 



.1 



. ! 



I 

■ 



book, but merely by way of vive la I 
the piece 18 not really poetiy. Howwi 
ing do for Craigie-bum-fFoodf 

*' Sireet fti's the eve on Cni^»3bmm 
Fare^-ell! God bless job. 

CLXII. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

My dear Thomson, 



i,7ti 

\ ou cannot have any idea of the pr 
which \ write to yoa. In the course 
j i as supervisor (in which capacity I hi 



BURNS'S LETTERS. 121 

mnky to forget these miseries ; or to hang myself, 
• get rid of them ; like a pradeat man (a charac- 
r congenial to my every thought, word, and deed), 
of two evils, have chosen the least, and am, very 
unk, at your service ! 

I wrote to you yesterday from Dumfries. I had 
)t time then to tell yon all I wanted to say ; and 
saven knows, at present I have not capacity. 
Do you know an air — I am sure you must know 
, fF^ II gang nae mair to yon toum? I think, in 
owish time, it would make an excellent song. I 
n highly delighted with it; and if you should 
link it worthy of your attention, I have a fur 
une in my eye to whom I would consecrate it. 
As I am just going to hed, I wish you a good 
ght. 

CLXIII. . 
TO MR. THOMSON, 

WITH TWO SONGS. 

" How cruel are the parents^" 6ct, 

«' Mark yonder pomp of coitly fkdikm," &o. 

Well ! this is not amiss. You see how I answer 
iir orders : your tailor could not be more punc- 
aL I am just now in a high fit for poetising, pro* 
ded that the strut jacket of criticism don't cure 
e. If you can in a post or two administer a little 
the intoncating portion of your applause, it will 
ise your humble servant's frewr) \a %ss)V€vf^ 
n wsmt / am at this momenX. ^^\viS^ii^Sb9|,\!&^ 

'OL. II. Q 



I 



i 



I • 



I* 

f 
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TO MR.THOjk^. 



Ten thousand thanks for yom 
though I am ashamed of the va 
stu^-ed on a man who lias not 
rited such an instance of kindnei 
to two or three judges of the firs* 
they all agree with me in class! 
product ion. My phiz is sae kens 
joiner's apprentice whom Mn 
hreak up the parcel (I was ou' 
knew it at once. — My most gr 
Allan, w1m» has honoured my 
with Ills masterly pencil. O 
is, that the little one who v 
~ *♦"»»! Dt ou the cat's tide, is 
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duced me — I mean a well-known military and lite- 
rary character, colonel Dirom. 

You do not tell me how you liked my two last 
song;s. Are they condemned ? 

CLXV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

In fFhistle, and FH come to ye, my lad, the itera- 
tion of that line is tiresome to my ear. Here goes 
what I think is an improvement : 

O whistle, and I'll com6 to ye, my lad ; 
O whistle, and I'll come to ye, my lad ; 
. Tho* father and mother, and a' should gae mad. 
Thy Jeany will venture wi' ye, my lad. 

In fact, a fair dame at whose shrine I, the priest 
of the* Nine, offer up the incense of Parnassus ; a 
dame, whom the Graces have attired in witchraft, 
and whom the Loves have armed with lightning ; a 
fair one, herself the heroine of the song, insists on 
the amendment ; and dispute her commands if yon 
4arel 

Chorus. — " O this is no my ain lassie,*' &c. 

Do you know that you have roused the torpidity 
of Clarke at last ? He has requested me to write 
three or four songs for. him, which he is to.set to 
music himself. The enclosed sheet contsuns two 
songs for him, which please to present to lE^-s'^fi^^ 
friend Cunaingham, 



will be soon smotnciw. . 
you like the song, it may go as 
to the SAT of / tcish my love teat in < 
Erskine's English lines may follow. 
I enclose you, a For a* thai ant 
was never in print ; it is a much 
mine. I have been told that it wa 
lady. 



TO MR. CUNNINGH 
WITH TWO SONG 

** Now qnring has clad the grorf 
! I " O bonnie was yon rosy 
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CLXVI. , , 

-TO MR. THOMSON. 

■ WITH ENGLISH SONG. 
** Forloni, my love, no oOmfort nesr," he. 

How do you like the foregoing ? I have written 
it within this hour : -so much for the speed of my 
PegasQSy but what say you to his bottom f 

CLXVII. 

Tp MR. THOMSON. 

WITH SCOTTISH BALLAD. . 
** Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang fi^," die. 

AND FRAGMENT. 
« Why, why tell thy lover," &c. 

Such is the- peculiarity of the rhythm of this air, 
that I £nd It impossible to make another stanza to 
suit it. 

I am at present quite occupied with the chanh- 
ing sensations of the tooth-ache^ so have not a word 
to spare. 



CLXVlIt. 
TO HRS. DUNLOP. 



ID a complete Decemberish homoni 
[Ilea, stnplil, as even the deitf of Dnlnr: 
uld vi'iah, 1 shall not drawl oat a heff 
1 II DDmber of heavier apologies bn b 
X. Only one I Bhall mention, becaaar 

will sympathize in it : these four monti 
tile irirl, my yonng^gt child, has been 
rery day, a week oi less, threatened 

her existence. There had ranch need 
isares annexed to the states of hnsbai 
T, far God knows, they hare many pec 
>. I cannot describe to yon the anxic 
hours these ties frequently g;ive me. 1 1 

helpless little folks; roeandmyezertic 
itay: and on what a brittle thread di 
' man hang 1 If I am tiipt off at the co: 
Fate, even ia all the vijioor of uaahO 
-such things happen every day — gradi 
at would become of my little flock ? ■" 

I envy your people of fortane I A ftti 
tth^bed, taking an everlasting leave of I 
has Indeed woe enough ; bn't the man 
t fortnne leaves his sans anddanghten 
cy and friends j while I — bnt 1 shall I 
I tf 1 think any longer on the subject ! 
•e talking of the matter so gravely, I sli 
in the old Scots ballad— 
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O that I had ne'er been married, 

I would never had nae care; 
Now I've gotten wife and balms. 

They cry crowdie ! evennair. 

Crowdie! ance; crowdie! twice; 

Crowdie ! three times in a day : 
An ye, crowdie! ony mair. 

Ye*!! crowdie a' my meal away/ 

December S4th. , 

lave had a brilliant theatre here this season ; 
IS all other business has, it expcrieuces a 
ion of trade from the epidemical complaint 
country, want of cash, I mention our theatre I 

to lug in an occasional Address which I ^ ■ 

for the benefit-night of one of the actresses, . | 

lich is as follows : ^ 

!till anxious to secure your partial favour,** &e. \ 

See Poertu* -^ 



Sjth, Christmas Morning. 

I, my much-loved friend, is a morning of 
; accept mine — so heaven hear me as they 
cere ! that blessings may attend your steps, 
Diction know you not ! In the charming 
of my favourite author. The Man of Feeling^ 
the Great Spirit bear up the weight of thy 
lirs, and blunt the arrow that brings them 



I 



r that I talk of authors, how do yea like \ 

r ? Is not ihe Tosh a glorious poem ? The [ 
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religion of the Task, bating a few acrapt of Ddida- 
istic dinnit)-, is the religion of God and Nature; 
the religion that exalts, that ennobles man. Were 
not you to send me your Zeiuco, in retnm lor 
mine ? Tell me how yon like my marks and notes 
through the book. I would not give a fortlung 
for a book, unless I were at liberty to blot it with 
my criticisms. 

I have lately collected, for a friend's pemsal, all 
my letters; I mean those which I first sketched 
in a rough draught, and afterwards wrote out fyk. 
On looking over some old musty psqwrs', winch, 
from time to time, 1 had parcelled l^ as trash Out 
were scarce worth preserving, and which yet at the 
same time I did not care to destroy; I discovered 
many of , these rude sketches, and have written, and 
am writing them out, in a bound MS. for my fncnd's 
library. As I wrote always to you the rhapsody of 
the moment, 1 cannot find a single scroll to yon, ex- 
cept one, about the commencement of our acqwunt- 
ance. If there were any possible conveyance, I 
would send you a perusal of my book. 



CLXIX. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP, IN LONDON. 

DumAriei, Coth Dee. 1T99. 
I HAVE been prodigiously disappointed in this Lon- 
don journey of yours. In the fin»t place, when yonr 
iast to me reacVied rhmifriea^ I was in the country, 
and did not return xluxVV Xjw> ^aXfc xa ^aoK^vt ^^jww 



BURNS'S LETTERS. 129 

letter ; in the next place, I thought you would cer- 
tainly take this route ; and now I know not what is 
become of yon, or whether this may reach yon at 
dll. God grant that it may fihd you and yours, in 
prosperinl^ he^th and good spirits! Do let me 
hear from you the soonest possible. 

As I hope to get a frank from my friend captmn 
Miller, I shall, every leisure hour, take up the pen, 
and gos»ip away whatever comes first, prose or 
poesy, sermon or song. In this last article I have 
abounded of late. I have often mentioned to you 
a superb publication of Scottish songs which is 
making its appeanrnoe in your great metropolis, 
and where I have the honour to preside over the 
Scottish verse, as no less a personage than Peter 
Pindar does over the English. 



DeceiJiber 89th. 

"Since I began this letter I have been appointed to 
act in' the capacity of the supervisor here; and I 
assure yon, what with the load of business, and 
what with that business being new to me, I could 
scarcely have commanded * ten minutes to have 
spoken to you, had you been in town, much less to 
have written you an epistle. This appointment is 
only temporary, and during the Illness of the ]pre- 
seut incumbent : but I look forward to an early 
period when I shall be appointed in full form; a 
consummation devoutly to be wished! My poli- 
tical sins seem to be forgiven me. 

This 18 the season (New-^eatV^^^Na ^csjw ^sfi\ 



» "» 
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tut, when you are disposed to rlikeupthe 
i; net^ect tmm among the ashes of my 



«nb JiDiiary, 1796. 
NMOT ezpreii mj gntltnde to joa Tor allowiDg 
a longer penual of Anachartis. In fact, I never 
: vith a Ixioli that bewitched me «o much ; and 
ta a member of the library, must warmly ftel 
t obligation yon have laid ns under. Indeed to 
e the obligation Is stronger than to any other In- 
Tidnal of onr society ; as Anaeharth in an Indis- 
niable deslderatnin to a sod of the Mnsea. 
He health yoD wished me in yoor moming'l card 
, I tUnb, flown from me for ever. IhaTenotbcen 
lie to leave my bed to-day till aboat an hoar ago. 
Ikmc wicke^y milncky adfertisements I lent {\ did 
nmg) to a friend, and I am ill able to go In qnett 

The Mmes bare not qaite fomken me. Hie fol- 
wiDg detached atanzai I intend to iaterweaTe in 
me disastnmi tale oF a shepherd. 



These many months you have 

my debt — wliat sin of ignorai 

agahist so highly valued a frit 

loss to guess. Alas, madam I 

this time to be deprived of au 

i uant of my pleasures. I hare 

the eup of affliction.. ITie au 

my only daughter and darling 

distance too, and so rapidly, ai 

power to pay the last duties to 

begun to recover from that si; 

^ I myself the victim of a most sev 

} ; and long the die spun doubtfu 

1 weeksofasickbed, itseemsto 

and I am beginning to crawl a 

once indeed have been before u 



BURNS'S LETTERS. 

CLXXII. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

Febniai 
Many thanks, my dear sir, for yonr hands- 
gant present to Mrs. B • • *, and for m^ 
\n§ yol. of P. Pindar. — Peter is a deiightf 
and a first favonrite of mine. I am muc 
with your idea of publishing a collection of 
in octaro, unth etchings. J am extreme! 
to lend erery assistance in my power. ''J 
airs I shall cheerfully undertake the task ( 
verses for. 

I have already, you know, equipped tl 
words, and the other day I strung -up : 
rhapsody to another Hibernian melody^ 
admire much. 

*' Awa wi* your witchcraft o* beauty's alarma 

If this will do, you have now four of 
engagement. In my by-past songs I di 
thing; the name Chloris — I meant it a 
titioiis name of a certain lady : but, o 
thoughts, it is a high incongruity to hav 
appellation to a Scottish pastoral ballad.- 
anid some things else, in my next : I h. 
amendments to propose. — What. you once 
ed of " flaxen locks" is just ; they can 
into an elegant description of beauty. Of 
again — God bless you ! 



time ere I tune my lyre again ! 
I have i$at and wept/' almost ev 
last : I have only known existi 
of the heavy hand of sickness 
time by the repercassions of p 
cold, and fever, have formed t< 
bination. 1 close my eyes in mi 
without hope ; I look on the 
with poor Fergusson 

" Say, wherefore has an aU-int 
Light to the comfortless and ¥ 

This will be delivered to yo 
landlady of the Globe Tavern h< 
many years has been my hotq 
friend Clarke and I have had mi 
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ly I am to think that he yet has a well- , 

ope of health aad enjoyment in this | 

fnr mp.-— hilt that \r a * * * * snh. "i 



:*SlR, 

itioned to you an air which I haire kmg 
'■Iere*s a health to them that* 8 away Mmeif, 
if you took any notice of it. I have 
Ting to suit it with verses ; and I b^ 
)mmend the air to your attention once 
.ve only begun it. 

-** Here's a health to ane I lo*e dear/' te. 



CLXXV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

e delivered by a Mr. Lewars, a jaang 
common merit. As he will be a day or 
1, you will have leisure, if yon choofe, 
by him ; and if yon have a Spare half 
id with him, I shall place your kindness 
mt. I have no copies of the songs ! 
)u, and I have taken a tsaacy to re^ew 
nd possibly may mend some of them ; 
}u have complete leisure, I wiH Hiaak 



I. 



I 



CLXXIV. B 

TO MR. THOMSON. 



fl? 



tr.l 



«v«i f-K" riiaer the orifinalf or copies.* I had n- 
Tb«? be t^ iQtbnr of fiw mvil-iiiUlCB fOBff, iku 
of tea. oclhfTviw. I haxe creif bopei tbat tbe 
ce&ial mfioe«Tof ibeapproacluBf fnmmeridllMt 
0^ to nrfatj, but A» m I caonoc boast of retrndng- 
bealtb. I have ow reason to beliere that my ram* 
pLuDt 15 a flvins pxii : — a sad business ! 

Dij let me know how Cleghoni is, and remember 
me to him. 

Tbia shoold hare been* delivered to yon a month 
a^ I am still rery pooriy, bnt should like mnch 
to hear from yon. 

CLXX\1. 
TO MRS. R • • • • •. 



H'k9 had desired Mm to ro to the BirtA-Da^ AMnm- 
bljf OH that dnjfy to show kU tajfnltg. 

4th Jimeb 1790. 
1 AM in such miserable health as to be ntteriy in- 
ca{>able of ^bowing my loyalty in any way. Racked 
as I aim with rheamatisms, I meet every fiice with 
a greeting, like that of Balak to Balaam—*** Come, 
curse me Jacob ; and come, defy me^ Israel ! " So 
say I — Come, curse me that east ^nd ; and oomej 
defy me the north ! Would you hare me, in such 
circumstances, copy you out a love song ? 



* It is needless to say, tbat ibis revisal Bums did not live 
to perform. 
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I may, perhaps, see you on Saturday, but 1 will 
not be at the ball. — Why should I ? '^ Man delights 
not me, nor woman either !" Can you supply me • 
with the song, Let us all be unhappy together '■—do 
if you can, and oblige le pauvre miserabie, 

R.B. 

CLXXVII. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Brow, Sea-bathing Quarters, 7th July, 1796. 

My dear Cunningham, 
I RECEIVED yours here this moment, and am indeed 
highly flattered with the approbation of the literary 
circle you mention ; a literary circle inferior to none 
in the two kingdoms^ Alas ! my friend, I fear the 
voice of the bard will isoon be heard among yon no 
more ! For these eight or ten months I have been 
ruling, sometimes bed-fast, and sometimes not; 
but these last three months, I have been tortured 
with an excruciating rheumatism, which has re- 
duced, me to nearly the last stage. You actually 
would not know, me if you saw me. — Pale, ema- 
ciated, and so feeble as occasionally to need help 
from my chair— my spirits fled ! fled ! — but I can 
no more on the subject — only the medical folks 
tell me that my last and only chance is bathing, 
"■ ^nd country quarters, and riding. — ^The deuce of 
.^Mthe matter is this ; when an exciseman is off duty, 
■■his salary is reduced to 35/. instead of 50/. — ^Wbat 
^m way, in the name of thrift, shall I maintain myself, 
ml and keep a horse in country quarters— with a wife 
^ and Ave children at home, on ^AlA \T&K;6d\o\SL^Cc^^^ 



with an exit truiy t.,^ 
must perish with hunger. 

I liave sent you one of the songs ; 
memory docs not serve me with, a 
copy here ; but I shall be at home 
will send it you. — ^A-pniiK)8 to being ; 
Bums threatens in a week or two to 
to my [laternal charge, which, if of i 
der, 1 intend shall be introduced t« 
the respectable designation of Alea^c 
ham Burnt, My last was James GU 
can have no objection to the comp; 
Farewell! 



CLXXVm. 

TO MRS. BURN 
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ments to her, and to all the cliildren. I will see 
yoa on Sunday. Your affectionate husband, 

R.B. 

CLXXIX. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Brow, on the Solway Frith, JCth July, 179<1^ 
After all my boasted independence, cursed neces- 
nty compels me to implore you for five pounds. A 
cruel ■♦ • ♦ • of a haberdasher, to whom* I owe an 
account, taking it into his head that I am dying, 
has commenced a process, and will infallibly put me 
into jail. Do, for God's sake, send me that sum, 
and that by return of post. Forgive me this earnest- 
oess, bnt the horrors of a jail have made me half 
distracted. I do not ask all this gratuitously ; for,- 
upon returning health, I hereby promise and engage 
to furnish yon with five pounds' worth of the neatest 
song genius you have seen. I tried my hand on 
Rothemurche this morning. The measure is so diffi- 
cult, that it is impossible to infuse much genius 
into the lines ; they are on the other side. Forgive, 
forgive me ! ^ 

Chorus.— << Fairest maid on Devon bank*," dec 



TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

finm, ICth July, ITfC 

nitlcn joa bd often, without recrivlng an) 
lliat [would not trouble yon *gidii,bBtllir 
nutuicu in which 1 UD. An- iUneu irtiicfa 
bang about me, in all pnbabtUtr wiU 
send me beyond that " brnirn nheneeiw 
retoniB." Vonr friendship, with which 
jean jaa bonoored me, was a Mendihlp 
□ my BoaJ. Yoot conTenstion, and ttft- 
a correspondence, were at once higbty en- 
g and instnictive. With whu pkeHure 
to break up the seal ! The reniemI««nDe 
one pulse more to my poor paljHtalliig 
rareweU!!! 

R. B. 
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CLXXXI. 
• xo • • • • 

The partiality of my countrymen has brought me 
forward as a man of genius, and has given me a 
character to support. In the poet I have avowed 
manly and independent sentiments, which I hope 
have been found in the man. Reasons of no less 
weight than the support of a wife and children, 
have pointed out my present occupation a» the only 
eligible line of life within my reach. Still my 
honest fame is my deai-est concern, and a thousand 
times have 1 trembled at the idea of the degrading 
epithets that malice or misrepresentation may affix 
to my name. Often in blasting anticipation have I 
listened to some future hackney scribbler, with the 
heavy malice of savage stupidity, exultingly assert- 
ing that Bums, notwithstanding iht fanfaronade of 
independence to be found in his works, and after 
ha^g been held up to public view, and to public 
estimation, as a man of some genius, yet, quite 
d^itute of resources within himself to support his 
borrowed dignity, dwindled into a paltry exciseman, 
and slunk out the rest of his insignificant eidstenoe 
in the meanest of pursuits, and among the lowest 
of mankind. 

In your illust^rious hands, sir, permit me to lodge 
my strong disavowal and defiance of such slander- 

• The exact chronological place for this letter is not 
ptated by Dr. Cunrie; it is therefore given at the dose, as 
iUnttrative of the chuacter and feelings of our aiithot. 



As the grent cud of hnaiBii socielf ii 
wiser aud bclttr, thia ought therefore 
priucipal vii'w of erery man in everj 
life. But aa cxperieuce hai taught w 
itudies as iufunu the head and mend 
when long continued, are apt to eshaoR 
ties of the luind, it has beeu fbnad prop 
■ad nnbeiKl the mind by sorae emplnyn 
other, that may be agreeable enough 
powera in exerciae, but at tlie same I 
icriuus as to exhaust them. But, sn] 
tliis, by far the greater part of mankiii 
tlie arcimity of larniKg tite nuteaance e 
bg tht labour 0/ Iheir boditt, wlKKby i 
faculties of the niiad, but the nerves ai 
the body, are so fatigued, that il is al 
cesaary to hai*e recourse to some aiu 
^TersloD, to rclio'e the wearied iubd, 
with the neccBflary labours of lifb. 
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As the beet of things, however, have been per- 
verted to the worst of purposes, so, under the pre- 
tedce of amusement and diversion, raenhave plunged 
into all the madness of riot and dissipation ; and, 
instead of attending tx) the grand design of human 
life, they have begun with extravagance and folly, 
and ended with guilt and wretchedness. Impressed 
with these considerations, we, the following lads in 
the parish of Tarboltou, viz. Hugh Reid, Robert 
Bums, Gilbert Burns, Alexander Brown, Walter 
Mitchel,. Thomas Wright, and William M* Gann, 
resolved, for our mutual entertainment, to unite 
ourselves into a club or society, tinder such rules 
and regulations, that while we should forget our cares 
and labours in mirth and diversion, we might not 
transgress the bounds of innocence and decorum ; 
and after agreeing on these, and some other regula- 
dons, we held our first meeting at Tarboltou, in the 
house of John Richard, upon the evening of the 
11th of November, 1780, commonly called Hallow- 
e'en, and after choosing Robert Bums president for 
the night, we proceeded to debate on this question 
r-'Sttppose a young man, bred a farmer, but without 
,cny fortune, has it in his power to marry either of 
two women; the one a girl of large fortune, but nn- 
ther handsome in person, nor agreeable in conuersO' 
tion, but who can mafiage the household (ifffiirs of a 
farm well enough ; the other of them a girl every way 
agreeable in person, conversation^ and behaviour, 
but without any fortune : which of them shall he 
choose T Finding ourselves very happy in our so- 
ciety, we resolved to continue to meet once a month 
Id the same house, in the way and manner 'propo- 
ses, and shortly thereafter we chose Robert Richie 



% 
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meiuberii being present, shall have power to transact 
any ordinary part of the society's husiness. 

3d. The club met and seated^ the president shall 
read the question out of the club's book of reoMids 
(which book is always to be kept by the president)^ 
then the two members nearest the president shidl 
cast lots who of them shall speak first, and accord- 
ing as the lot shall determine, the member nearest 
the president on that side shall deliver his opinkhi, 
and the member nearest on the other side shall fe- 
plj to him ; then the second member of the side thdt 
spoke first ; theii the second member of the side thdt 
spoke second ; and so on to the end of the company ; 
but if there be fewer members on one side than on 
the other, when all the members of the least side 
have spoken according to their places, any of them, 
as they please among themselves, may reply to the 
remsuning members of the opposite side ; when both 
sides have spoken, the president sh^ give his 
opinion, after whidi they may go over it a second 
or mope times, and so continue the question. 

4tb. The club shall then proceed to the choice of 
a question for the subject of next night's meel^ng. 
The president shall first propose one, and any other 
member who chooses may propose more questknis ; 
and whatever one of them is most agreeable to the 
minority of the members, shall be the satilect of 
debate next club-night. 

5th. The club shall, lastly, elect a new president 
for the next meeting : the president shall first name 
one^ then any of the club may name another, and 
whoever of them has the m^ority of votes shall be 
duly elected; allowing the pres\deiil\.YAtR^^<a»v^<» 
and the caatiDg vote upon a par, bxix T«waft ^sJiSsRx 

VOL, II, H 
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Tben aiUT a cMbenl toooc CO BimoRi of tke Ab, 
they ^haJ «1iiiin;M 

ikh. There «hali be m> privace co ui c iMii oa cur- 
^ntd fiD dariBc the dme of debase, nor shall nj 
member incerrvpc uiocber whiLe he U Sfieakiiig, ob- 
der the penaky of a leprimand inm theprcskinK 
for the first £anlt, doobdiu hu »hare of the icckmiif 
for the feconrdytfeUincitforthetluri.aDdfloania 
pvofkortioB for errry other £wit, pronded ahvaji 
bofverer that aay memhrr may speak at aay time 
after leave afked md fives by the prcHdeat. — All 
swearimr and proCuie laiifivaKe, and particularly all 
obaccne and indecent convenation, is strictly piohi- 
hitedy nndcr the same penalty as aforesaid in the 
first danse of this artide. 

7th. No member, on any pi^tcnee whatever, diall 
mention any of the dub's tdbSn to any other person 
bat a brDCher-member, under the pain of being ex- 
dnded ; and particularly if any member shall reveil 
any of the speeches or aifiadn of the dnb, with ». 
▼iew to ridicnle or langh at any of the rest of the 
members, he shall be for ever ezcommnnicated 
from the sodety ; and the rest of the members are 
desired, as much as possible, to avi(^d, and have no 
commuDication with him as a fnend or comrade. 

8tb. Every member shall attend at the meetings, 
without he can give a proper excuse for not attending; 
and it is desired that every one who cannot attend, 
will send his excuse with some other member ; and 
he who shall be absent three meetings without send- 
ing such excuse, shall be sunmioned to the next dub- 
night, when, if he fail to appear, or send an excuse, 
he Hhall be excluded. 
9th. The dub shall not consist of more than six- 
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teen memberSy all bachelors, belonging Co the parish 
of Tarbolto'n : except a brother-member marry, and 
in that case he may be continued, if the majority of 
the dnb think proper. No person shall be admitted 
a member of this society, withont the unanimous 
consent of ^e club ; and any member may withdraw 
from the club altogether, by giving a notice to the 
presiftent in writing of his departure. 

10th. Every man proper for a member of this so- 
defy, must have a frank, honesty open heart; dbove 
any thing dirty or mean ; and must be a professed 
lover of one or more of the female sex. No haughty, 
self-conceited person^ who looks upon himself as* 
superior to the rest of the club, and especially no 
mean-spirited, worldly mortal, whose only will is to 
heap up money, shall upon any pretence whatever 
be admitted. In short, the proper person for this 
society is, a cheerful, honest-hearted lad, who, if 
he has a Mend that is true, and a mistress that is 
kind, and as much wealth as genteelly to make both 
ends meet— is juist as happy as this world can make 
him. 
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